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CHAPTEPw I 


12? will be necessary, for several reasons, to give this 
short sketch the foi'm rather of a critical essay than 
of a biography. The data for a life of Nathaniel Haw- 
thoi'iie are the reverse of copious, and even if they were 
abundant they -would serve but in a limited moasure tho 
pm*pose of the biographer. ITawthorne^s career was 
probably as tranquil and uneventful a one as ever fell 
to the lot of a man of letters ; it was almost strikingly 
deiicient in incident, in what may be called the dramatic 
quality. Few men of equal genius and of equal emi* 
nenee can have led on the whole a simpler life. liis 
six volumes of Note-Books ilhistrate this simplicity ; 
they are a sort of monument to an unagitated fortune. 
Hawthorne^s career had few vicissitudes or variations ; 
it whs passed for the most part in -a small and homo- 
geneous society, in a provincial, rural community ; it 
had fe w perceptible points of contact with what is called 
the world, with pubKc events, with the manners of his 
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iacidents are net- numerous. He produced, in quantity, 
but little. His works consist of four novels and the 

fragment -of another,, five volumes of short tales, a 

coUeetion of sketches, and .a couple of story-books for 

chiHreii* And yet some account of tlie man and tJae 
writer is, well worth gmng. Wliatever may have been 
Hawthorne’s private lot, he has the importance of bemg 
tlie most beautiful and most eminent representative of 
a literature. The importance of the literature may be 
questioned, but at any rate, in tlie field of letters, 
Hawthorne is the most valuable example of the Ameri- 
can genius. That genius has not, as a whole, been 
literary ; but Hawthorne was on his limited scale a 
master of expression. He is the writer , to whom his 
countrymen most confidently point when they wish to 
make a claim to have eniached the mother-tongue, and, 

, judging from present appearances, he will long occupy 
this honourable position. If there is something veiy 
fortunate for him in the way that he borrows an added 
relief from the absence of competitors in his own line 
and from the general fiatness of the literary field that 
surrounds him, there is also, to a spectator*, something 
almost touching in his situation. He was so mode>st 
and delicate a genius that we may fancy him appealing 
from the lonely honour of a representative attitude 
perceiving a painful incongruity between, his imponder- 
. able literary baggage and the large conditions of 
American life. Hawthorne on the one side is so subtle 
and slender and unpretending, and the American world 
. on the other is so vast and various and substantial, that 
it might seem to the author of The Scaflei Letter and 
the Mosses frorw^ o>n Old Munse^ that we render him a 
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poor service ia contrasting Ms^ proportions with those 
of a great civilisation. But our' author must accept 
tlio a\?1vw;ml as Are! I as the graceful -side of his fame; 
for he has the advantage “of pointing a valuable moral. 
This moral is that the lloAver of art blooms only Avhere 
the soil is deep, that it takes a great deal of history to 
produce a little literature, that it needs a complex 
social machinery to set a' Avriter in motion. American 
civilization has hitherto had other things to do than to 
produce fioAvers, and before giving birth to Avriters it 
has wisely occupied itself Avuth providing something for 
them to Avrite about. Three or four beautiful talents 
of trans-Atlantic groAvth are the sum of what the world 
usually recognises, and in this modest nosegay the 
genius of IlaAvthorne is admitted to have the rarest and 
sweetest fragrance. 

Hi>s very simplicity has been in his favour ; it has 
helped hixa to appear complete and homogeneous. To 
talk of his being national Avould be to force the 
note and make a mistake of proportion ; but he is, in 
spite of the absence of the realistic quality, intensely 
and Auvidly local. Out of the soil of hfeAv England he 
sprang— in a crevice of that immitigable granite he 
sprouted and bloomed. Half of the interest that he 
possesses for an American reader with any turn for 
analysis must reside in his latent Hew England savour ; 
and I think it no more than just to say that whatever 
entertainment he may yield to those Avho knoAv bim at 
a distance, it is an almost indispensable condition of 
properly appreciating bim to have received a personal 
impression of the manners, the morals, indeed of the 
very climate, of the great region of which the remark- 
i3s.)ble city of Boston is ^ the metropolis. The cold, bright 
' " ■ ■■ ■ • B 2 ■ 
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ail- of Kev, England -seems to blow tlirougli Ms pages, 
and tiieso, in ,:tlie opinion of many people, are tbe 
medium in wbich' it is most agreeable to . make 
the actpiamtance -of that tonic atmosphere. As to 
whether it is vrorth while to saek to know some- 
thing of New England in order to extract a more 
intimate quality from Thi House of Seven Galles and 
The Blitkedale Roinance, I need not pronounce ; but it is 
certain that a considerable observation of the society 
to which these productions were more directly addressed 
is a capital preparation for enjoying them. I have 
.alluded to the absence in Harvthorne of that quality of 
realism which is now so much in fashion, an absence in 
regard to which there will of course be more to say ; 
and yet I think I am not fanciful in saying that he 
testifies to the sentiments of the society in waich he 
floiriished almost as pertinently (proportions observed) 
as Balzac and some of Ms descendants — MM. blaubert 
and Zola— testify to the manners and morals of the 
French people. He was not a man with a literary 
theory; he was guiltless of a system, and I am not 
sure that he had ever heard of Eealism, this remark- 
able compound having (although it was invented some 
time earlier) come into general use only since Ms death. 
He had certainly not proposed to himself to give an 
account of the social idiosyncrasies of his fellow-citizens, 
for Ms touch on such points is always light and vague, 
he has none of the apparatus of an historian, and his 
shadowy style of portraiture never suggests a rigid 
standard of accuracy. Nevertheless he virtually offers 
the most vivid reSeotion of New England life that has 
found its way into literature. His value in tMs respect 
is not diminished by the fact that he has not attempted 
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to 'portray 'tlie usual Yankee bi eotnedj, 'anfl .tliat t© 
kas been almost culpably indifferent to Ms opportunities 
for conimemoratiiig tlie variations of colloquial Englisli 
that may be observed intlie I^ew World* His clmracters 
do not express themselves in the dialect of the Bigloto 
Fiqm's—thmv language indeed is apt to be too elegant, 
too delicate. They are not portraits of actual types, 
and in their phraseology there is nothing imitative. 
But none the less, Ha.wthoriie\s work savours thoroughly 
of the local soil — it is redolent of the social system in 
which he had his being. 

This could hardly fail to be case,^ when the man 
himself was so deeply rooted in the soil. Hawthorne 
sprang from the primitive New England stock ; he had a 
very definite and conspicuous pedigree. He was born at 
Salem, Massachusetts, on the 4th of July, 1804, and his 
birthday was the great American festival, the anni- 
versary of the Declaration of national Independence.^ 
Hawthorne was in his disposition an unqiiaified and 
unflinching American ; he found occasion to give ns the 
measure of the fact duxung the seven years that he spent 
in Europe toward the close of his life ; and this was no 
more than proper on the pai-t of a man who had enjoyed 

^ It is proper that before I go furilier I sliotild acknowledge my 
large obligations to the only biography of onr author, of any con- 
siderable length, that has been %vritten — the little volume entitled 
A Siufly of Emethorne, by Mr. George Parsons Lathrop, the son- 
indaw of the subject of the work. (Boston, 1876.) To this in- 
geiiioiis and sympathetic sketch, in which the author has taken 
great pains to collect the more interesting facts of Hawthorne's 
life, I am greatly indebted, Mr. Lathrop’s work is not pitched 
in the key which many another WTiter would have chosen, and his 
tone is liot to my sense the truly critical one ; but without the 
help afforded by his elaborate essay, the present little volume could 
not have been prepared* 
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the honour' of.. 'coming into tlie world on the day on 
wiicii of all the days in the year the great Bepiiblic 
enjoys her acntest. fit of self-consciousness. , Moreoyer^ 
a person who has been ushered into life by the ringing 
of bells and the booming of cannon (unless indeed be be 

by the uproar of bis 
r fact an injunction to 
that %viri Justify sucb 
Hawthorne was by 
His earliest 
“ Hathorne 


frightened straight out of it again 
awakening) receives by this very 
do something great, something 
striking natal accompaniments, 
race of the clearest Puritan strain. 

American ancestors (who wrote the name 
— ^the shape in which it was transmitted to Hathaniel, 
who inserted the to,) was the younger son of a Wiltshire 
family, whose residence, according to a note of our 
author’s in 1837, was Wigcastle, Wigton.” Haw- 
thorne, in the note in question, mentions the gentle- 
man who was at that time the head of the family ; 
bat it does not appear that he at any period renewed 
acquaintance with his English kinsfolk. Major William 
Hathorne came out to Massachusetts in the early years 
of the Puritan settlement; in 1635 or 1636, according 
to the note to which I have Just alluded ; in 1630 ac- 
cording to information presumably more accurate. He 
was one of the band of companions of the viirtuons and 
exemplary John Winthrop, the almost lifelong royal 
Governor of the young colony, and the brightest and 
most amiable figure in the early Puritan annals. 
How amiable William Hathorne may have been I 
know not, but he was evidently of the stiiE of which 
the citizens of the Oommon^vealth were best advised to 
be made. He was a sturdy fighting man, doing solid 
execution upon both the inward and outward enemies 
"of the State. The latter were the savages, the former 
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ilie ; tlio energy expended 'by ihe 'early 

in resistance to tlie tonxalaawk not weakening their dis» 
position to deal with spiritual dangers. They employed 
the satue — or almost the same— weapons in hotii direc- 
tions ; the iliiitlock and the halbex'd against the IndianSj 
and the cat-o’ -nine-tails against the heretics. One of 
tlie longesty though by no means one of the most sue- 
cossfulj of Hawthorne^s shortei' tales {Tlie Gentle Boy) 
deals Vith this pitiful persecution of, the least aggressiTe 
of all schismatic bodies. William HathornOj who had 
been made a magistrate of the town of Salem,, where a 
grant of land had been offered him as an inducement to 
residence, figures in Kew England history as haYing 
given orders that ^^Anne Coleman and four of her 
friends should be whipped through Salem, Boston, 
and Dedliarn. This Anne Coleman, I suppose, is the 
woman alluded to in, that fine passage in the Intro- 
duction to The Semiet Letter, in which Hawthorne pays 
a qualified tribute to the founder of the American branch 
of his race i — ^ 






*^Tiie figure of that first ancestor, invested by family 
tradition with a dim and dusky grandeur, was present to my 
boyish iro agination as far hack as I can remember. It still 
haunts me, and induces a sort of home-feeling with the past, 
which I scarcely claim in reference to the present, phase of 
the town. I seem to have a stronger claim to a residence 
here on account of this grave, bearded, sable-cloaked and 
steeple-crowned progenitor — ^\\diO came so early, with his Bible 
and his sword, and trod the unworn street with such a stately 
port, and make so large a figure as a man of war and peace — 
a stronger claim than for myself, wliose name is seldom 
lioard and my face hardly known. He was a soldier, legis- 
lator, judge ; he was a ruler in the church ; he had all the 
Puritanic traits, both good and evil,- He was likewise a hitter 


r ' ■ HAWTHOBNE. [chap, 

'i: 


William Hatlaorne died in 1681 ; but those hard 
cjiialities that his descendant speaks of were reproduced 
in his son Jolin,. who bore the title of Colonel, and who 
was eoimeeted, too intimately for his honour, with that 
deplorable episode of Kew England history, the persecu- 
tion of the so-called Witches of Salem. John Hathorne 
is introduced into the little drama entitled The Salem 
Farms in Longfellow’s Ffew England Tragedies. I 
know not whether he had the compensating merits of 
his father, but our author speaks of him, in the con- 
1,. i-miiation of the passage I have just quoted, as having 
made himself so conspicuous in the martyrdom of the 
witches, that their blood may be said to have left a 
stain upon him. So deep a stain, indeed,” Hawthorne 
adds, characteristically, 'Hhat his old dry bones in 
the Charter Street burial-ground must still retain it, 
if they have not crumbled utterly to dust.” Headers 
of The Iloiese of iJie Seven Gables will remember that the 
story concerns itself with a family which is supposed to 
be overshadowed by a curse launched against one of its 
earlier members by a poor man occupying a lowlier place 
in the world, whom this ill-advised ancestor had been 
the means of bringing to justice for the crime of witch- 
craft. Hawthorne apparently found the idea of the 
history of the Pyncheons in his own family annals. 
His witch-judging ancestor was reported to have 
incurred- a malediction from one of his victims, .in-.: 
consequence of which the prosperity of the race faded 



persecutor,' as,.mdtness tbc Quakers, who have remembered 
Mm in tlieir histories, and relate an incident of his bard 
severity towards 'a wmman of their sect •which will kst 
longer, it Is to' he feared, than any of Ms better deeds, though 
these were many.” 
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utterly away. . I know ' not/' ■ tbe passage I bave 
already quoted goes on, ibese ancestors of 

mine betlioiiglbt tliem,seiyes to repent and ask pardon 
of Heaven for their cruelties, or -whether they are 
now groaning under the heavy consequences of them 
in another state of being. At all events, I, the present 
writer, hereby take shame upon myself for their sakes, 
and pi-ay that any curse incuiTed by them — as I have 
heard, and as the dreary and unprosperous condition 
of the race for some time back would argue to exist — 
may be now and henceforth removed.” The two first 
American Hathornes had been people of importance 
and responsibility ; but with the third generation the 
family lapsed into an obsciu'ity from -which it emerged 
in “the very person of the writer who, begs so gracefully 
for a turn in its a,ffairs. It is very true, Hawi;horne 
proceeds, in the Introduction to Tim Bcarlet Letter^ 
that from the original point of view such lustre as he 
might have contrived to confer upon the name would 
have appeared more than questionable. 


** Either of these stem and black-browed Puritans would 
have thought it quite a sufficient retribution for his sins that 
after so long a lapse of years the old trunk of the family 
tree, with so much venerable moss upon it, should have boriie, 
as its topmost bough, an idler like myself. No aim that I 
have ever cherished would they recognise as laudable ; no 
succesB of mine, if my life, beyond its domestic scope, had 
ever been brightened by success, would they deem otherwise 
than worthless, if not positively disgraceful. ^ lYhat is he ? ' 
murmurs one grey shadow of my forefatliers to the other. 
^ A writer of story-books ! What kind of a business in life, 
-what manner of glorifying God, or being serviceable to 
mankind in his day and generation, may that be ? Wiry, the 
degenerate fellow might as well have been a fiddler I ^ Such 
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are tbc complimeBts bandied between my great graiiclsires 
and myself across 'tbe gulf .of time! And yetj let tlieiii 
scorn me as they strong traits of tlieir nature have 
intertwined themselves with mine/’ 

In this last observation we may imagine that there 
was not a little truth* Poet and novelist as Hawthorne 
was, sceptic and dreamer and little of a man of action, 
late-coming fruit of a tree wdiich might seem to have 
lost the power to bloom, he was morally, in an appreci- 
ative degree, a chip of the old block. His forefathers 
had crossed the Atlantic for conscience’ sake, and It 
was the idea of the urgent conscience that haunted the 
imagination of their so-called degenerate successor. The 
Puritan strain in his blood ran clear — there are pas- 
sages in his Diaries, kept during his residence in Europe, 
which might almost have been written by the grimmest 
of the old Salem worthies. To him as to them, the 
consciousness of sin was the most importunate fact of 
life, and if they had undertaken to write little tales, 
this baleful substantive, with its attendant adjective, 
could hardly have been more frequent in their pages than 
in those of their fanciful descendant. Hawthorne had 
moreover in his composition, contemplator and dreamer 
as he was, an element of simplicity and rigidity, a some- 
thing plain and masculine and sensible, which might 
have kept Ms black-browed grandsires on bettor terms 
with him than he admits to be possible. However 
little they might have appreciated the artist, they 
would have approved of the man. The play of Haw- 
thorne’s intellect was light and capricious, but the man 
himself was firm and rational. The imagination was 
profane, but the temper was not degenerate. 

The dreary and improsperous condition ” that he 
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speaks of m regard to tlie fortunes of ,Ms family is tm ■ 
allusion to the fact that 'ssTcral .generations followed 
each other on 'the soil in which they had been planted? 
that during the eighteenth pentury a snecession of 
Hathomes trod the simple streets' of Salem' without 
nver conferring any especial lustre upon the town 
or receivings presuinahiy, any great delight from it. 
A hundred years of Salem would perhaps he rather a ^ 
dead-weight for any family to carry, and we venture to 
imagine that the Hathornes were, dull and depressed* 
They did what they could, however, to ioaprove their 
situation ; they trod the Salem streets as little as 
possible. They went to sea, and made long voyages; 
seamanship became the regular profession of the family, 
Hawthorne has said it in charming language. “ From 
father to son, for above a hundred years, they followed 
the sea ; a grey-headed shipmaster, in each generation, 
retiring from the quarter-deck to the homestead, while 
a boy of fourteen took the hereditary place before the 
mast, confronting the salt spray and the gale which had 
blustered against his sire and grandsire. The hoy also, 
in due time, passed from the forecastle to the cabin, 

, spent a tempestuous manhood, and returned from his 
world-wanderings to grow old and die and mingle his 
dust with the natal earth.*’ Our author’s grandfather, 
Daniel Hathorne, is mentioned by Mr. Lathrop, Ms 
biographer and son-in-law, as a hardy privateer during 
the war of Independence. His father, from whom he 
was named, was also a shipmaster, and he died in 
foreign lands, in the exercise of Ms profession. He 
,’was carried oS by a fever, at Surinam, in 1808. He 
left three children, of whom Nathaniel was the only 
boy* The boy’s mother, who had been a Miss Manning, 
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came of a How' England stock almost as long-establislied 
as tliat of ker kusband ;,she is described by oiir aiitborV^ 
biograpber as a womaii of remarkable beauty^ and by an 
aiiibority 'wiom be quotes, as being a minute observer 
of religious, festivals;^ of feasts, fasts, new-moons, and 
Sabbatbs.’" Of feasts the poor lady in ber Puritanic 
borne can bave bad but a very limited number to cele- 
brate 1 but of ne%v-moons, she may be supposed to bave 
enjoyed the usual, and of Sabbatbs even more tban tbe 
msual, proportion. ■ ■ ■ 

In quiet provincial Salem, Hatbaniel Hawtboriie 
passed tbe greater part of bis boyhood, as well as 
many years of bis later life. Mr. Latbrop has much 
to say about tbe ancient picturesqiieness of tbe place, 
and about tbe mystic influences it would project upon 
Bucb a mind and character as Hawthorne’s. These 
things are always relative, and in appreciating them 
everything depends upon tbe point of view. Mr. 
Latbrop writes for American readers, who in such a 
matter as this are very easy to please. Americans bave 
as a general thing a hungry passion for tbe picturesque, 
and they are so fond of local colour that they contrive 
to perceive it in localities in "which tbe amateurs of 
other countries would detect only tbe most neutral 
tints. Histor}^, as yet, has left in the United States 
but so thin and impalpable a deposit that we very soon 
touch the hard substratum of nature ; and nature her- 
self, in the western world, has the peculiarity of seeming 
rather crude and immature. The very air looks new 
and young; the light of the sun seems fresh and in- 
nocent, as if it knew as yet but few of the secrets of 
the world and none of the weariness of shining ; tbe 
vegetation has tbe appearance of not having reached its 
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laajority. A large juvenility is, stamped upon tLe £siee 
of tilings^ and ia tLe vividness of - tLe present y tlie past# 
wliicli died so young and Lad time to .produce so little^ 
attracts but scanty attention, , I doubt wbetlier Inglisb 
observers would discover any rerj striking trace of it 
in tbe ancient town of Salem. Still, with ail respect 
to a York and a Shrewsbury, to a Toledo and a Yerona, 

Salem has a physiognomy in which the past plays a 
more important part than the present. It is of coiirso 
a very recent past; but one must remember that the 
dead of yesterday are not more alive than those of a 
century ago. I know not of what picturesqueness 
Hawthorne was conscious in his respectable bixihplace ; 

I suspect his perception of it was less keen than his 
biographer assumes it to have been ; but lie must have 
felt at least that of wiiatever complexity of * earlier life 
there had been in the country, the elm-shadowed streets 
of Balem were a recognisable memento. He has made 
considerable mention of the place, here and there, in 
his tales ; but he has nowhere dilated upon it very 
lovingly, and it is noteworthy that in House of the , 

Seven Gables, the only one of his . novels of which the 
scene is laid in it, he. has by no means availed himself 
of the opportunity to give a description of it. He had 
of course a filial fondness for it — a deep-seated sense 
of connection with it ; but he must have spent some 
very dreary years there, and the two feelings, the 
mingled tenderness and rancour, ai*e visible in the 
' Introduction to The Scarlet Letter, 

^^Tlie old town of Salem/' he writes,— “my native place, 
though I have dwelt much away from it, both in boyhood and 
in matiirer years— possesses, or did possess, a hold on my 
aifections, the force of which I have never realwed during mj 
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seasons of actual tesldence liera* Indeed, go far as tbe . 
pliysical' aspect 1s -coacemed, with its fiat, im varied surface, 
covered chtelly, with-; wooden houses, few or none of which- 
pretend to arcbiteotiirai beauty; its irregularity, which is 
neither picturesque nor quaint, but only tame ; its long and 
hzy street, loimging wearisomely through the whole extent 
of the peninsula, with Gallows Hill and Hew Guinea at one 
end, and a view of the almshouse at the other — such being 
the features of my native town it would be quite as reason- 
able to form a sentimental attachment to a disarranged 
chequer-board.” 

But he goes on to say that he has never divested 
himself of the sense of intensely belonging to it — ^that 
the spell of the continuity of his life with that of Ms 
predecessors has never been broken. It is no matter 
that the place is joyless for Mm ; that he is weary of 
the old wooden houses, the mud and the dust, the dead 
level of site and sentiment, the chill east wind, and the 
chilliest of social atmospheres ; — all these and whatever 
faults besides he may see or imagine, are nothing to the 
purpose. The spell survives, and just as powerfully as 
if the natal spot were an earthly paradised' There is 
a very American quality in this perpetual conscious- 
ness of a spell on Hawthorne^s part ; it is only in 
a coimtiy where newness and change and brevity of 
tenure are the common substance of life, that the fact 
of one's ancestors having lived for a hundred and 
seventy years in a single spot would become an element 
of one^s morality. It is only an imaginative American 
that would feel urged to keep reverting to this circum- 
stance, to keep analysing and cunningly considering it. 

The Salem of to-day has, as Hew England towns go, 

. . ;a physiognomy of its own, and In spite of Hawthome^s 
analogy -of the disarranged draught-board, it is a 
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tiecsicladly agreecible one, 'The .'spreading elms .in^ its 
sti’eets, tlio proportion of large^ square, bonoBiable-look- 
ing lionses, snggesting an easy, copicjus material life, the 
little gareleiiH, the grassy waysides,' the open 'windows, 
the air of space and salubrity and decency, and above 
all the intimation oi* larger antecedents — these things 
compose a picture which has little of the element that 
painters call depth of tone, but which is not without 
something that they -would admit to be style. To 
English eyes the oldest and most honourable o'f the 
smaller American towns must seem in a manner prinii- 
ti%^e and rustic ; the shabby, straggling, village-quality 
appears marked in . them, and their social tone is not 
unnaturally inferred to bear the village stamp. Tillage- 
nice they are, and it w'ould be no gross incivility to 
describe them as large, respectable, prosperous, demo- 
cratic villages. But even a village, in a great and 
vigorous democracy, where there are no overshadowing 
squires, -where the county has no social existence, 
where the villagers are conscious of no superincumbent 
strata of gentility, piled upwards into vague regions of 
privilege-— even a village is not an institution to accept 
of more or less graceful patronage ; it thinks extremely , 
well of itself, and is absolute in its own regard, Salem , 
is a sea-port, but it is a sea-port desei^ted and decayed. 
It belongs to that rather melancholy group of old coast- 
townSjScattered along the great sea-face of New England, 
and of %vhich the list is completed by the names of 
Portsmouth, Plymouth, New Bedford, Newburjport, 
Newport — superannuated centres of the traffic with 
foreign lands, wffiieh have seen their trade carried away 
' from - them by the greater cities. As Hawthorne says, 
their ventnres have gone swell, needlessly and 
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imperceptibly, tb^ migbty flood of commerce at New 
York or Boston.” Salem, at tbe beginning of tbe pres- 
ent century, played a great paid; in tbe Bastexm trade j 
it was tbe residence of enterprising shipowners wbo 
despatched their vessels to Indian and Chinese seas. 
It Wiv.* a place of large fortunes, many of which have 
remained, though the activity that produced them has 
passed away. These successful traders constituted 
what Hawthorne calls “the aristocratic class.” He 
alludes in one of his slighter sketches (The Sister Years) 
to the sway of this class and the “ moral influence of 
wealth ” having been more marked in Salem than in 
any other New England town. The sway, we may 
believe, was on the whole gently exercised, and the 
moral influence of wealth was not exerted in the cause 
of immorality. Hawthorne was probably but imperfectly 
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;'Tlie abseBce of precocious symptoms 'of ■geBms, is on 
tine wlioio more striking in tke Myos of men wko liave 
ilistlugiiiidied tliemselves tlian their JuYenile promise; 
tlioog,li it must l>o added that Mr.- Lathrop lias made 
oat^ as lic was almost in duty bound' to do, a Yery good 
case in favour of Hawthorne's having been .an interest- 
ing child. He was not at any time what would be 
called a sociable man, and there is therefore nothing 
unexpected iii the fact that he was fond of long walks 
in which he was not known to have had a companion. 

Juvenile literature '' was but scantily known at that 
time, and the enormous and extraordinary contribution 
made by the United States to this department of human 
happiness was locked in the bosom of futurity. The 
young Hawthorne, therefore, like many of his con- 
temporaries, was constrained to amuse himself, for want 
of anything better, with the IHlgrim's FQvgress and the 
Fmrg Queen » A boy may have worse .company than 
Bun y an and Spenser, and it is very probable that in 
Ms childish' rambles our author may have had associates 
of whom there could be no record. When he was nine 
years old he met with an accident at school which 
threatened for a while to have serious results. He was 
struck on the foot by a bail and so severely lamed that 
he was kept at home for a long time, and had not com- 
pletely recovered before his twelfth year. His school, 
it is to be supposed, was the common day-school of Hew 
England— the primary factor in that extraordinarily 
pervasive system of instruction in the plainer branches 
of learning, which forms one of the principal ornaments 
of' Anamcan life. In 1818, when he was fourteen years 
pld, he was taken Ms mother to live in the house .of 
AU’ixnde, her brother, who was established in the town 
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of Saymoni, noar Lake Bebtigo, in the State of Maine. ■ 
The immense 'State of Maine, in the year 1818 , must 
have had an even more magnificently natural chamcter 
than it possesses at the present day, and the nucleus 
dwelling, in consequence of being in a little smarter 
style than the primitive structures that surrounded it, 
was known by the villagers as Manning’s Folly, Mr. 
Lathrop pronounces this region to be of a ^'wwd and 
woodsy ” character ; and Hawthorne, later in life, spoke 
of it to a friend as the place where I first got mj 
cursed habits of solitude.” The outlook, indeed, for an 
embryonic novelist, would not seem to have been cheer- 
ful ; the social dreariness of a small Hew England com- 
munity lost amid the forests of Maine, at the beginning 
of the present century, must have been consummate. 
But for a boy with a relish for solitude there were many 
natural resources, and we can understand that Haw- 
thorne should in after years have spoken very tenderly 
of this episode. I lived in Maine like a bird of diie 
air, so perfect was the freedom I enjoyed,” During the 
long summer days he roamed, gun in hand, through 
the great woods, and during the moonlight nights of 
winter, says his biographer, quoting another informant, 
he would skate until midnight, all alone, upon Sebago 
Lake, with the deep shadows of the icy hills on either 
hand,” ’ ‘ ' 

In 1819 he was sent back to Salem to school, and in 
the following year he wrote to his mother, who had re- 
mained at Eaymond (the boy had found a home at Salem 
with another uncle), I have left school and have begun 
to fit for coUege under Benjm. L. Oliver, Lawyer. So 
you are in danger of having one learned man in your 
■fai^aily. . v I get. my lessons at home and them i 
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fco him (Mr. Oliver) at, seven o^eloek'in the morBing. . . 

. ..Shall yon want me to be a . Minister, Doctor, or 
Lawyer? A Minister I will- not be/’ He acids, at the 
dose of this epistle — 0 how I wish X was again with 
you, with nothing to do but to go a-gunniBg I But the 
happiest days of my life are gone” In 1821, in ^ his 
seveiiteeiitli year, he entered Bowdoin College, at Bruns^ 
wich, Maiiia This institution was in the year 1821 — a 
quarter of a centuiy after its foundation — a highly 
honourable, but not a very elaborately organized, nor 
ft particularly impressive, seat of ^ learning. I say it 
was not impressive, but I immediately remember that 
impressions depend upon the minds receiving them j and 
that to ft group of simple New England lads, upwards of 
sixty years ago, the halls and groves of Bowdoin, neither 
dense nor lofty though they can have been, may have “ 
seemed replete %vith Academic stateliness. It wms a 
homely, simx)le, frugal, “country college,” of the old- 
fashioned American stamp ; exerting within its limits 
a civilizing influence, working, amid the forests and 
the lakes, the log-houses and the clearings, toward the 
amenities and humanities and other collegiate graces, 
and offering a very sufEcient education to the future 
lawyers, merchants, clergymen, politicians, and editors, 
of the very active and knowledge-loving community 
that supported it. It did more than this— it numbered 
poets and statesmen among its undergraduates, and on 
the roll-call of its sons it has several distinguished 
names. Among Hawthorne’s fellow-studentswas Henry 
Wadsv/orth Longfellow, who divides with our author 
the honour of being the most distinguished of American 
;.tnen of letters. ' I know not whether Mr. Longfellow 
■was; especially intimate with Hawthorne at this period 
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(tliey were very good frieiids later , in but with two 
of Ms companions 'he formed a ' friendship wMeh lasted 
always. One- of these was Emnklin PiercOj who was 
clestiBed to fill what Hawthorno calls ilie most august 
position in the world/^ Pierce was elected .President of 
tlie 'IJiiited Btates 'in 1852. The other was Horatio 
J3riclg€, who' afterwards served with distinction in the 
]fav)% and to whom the cIiarmiDg prefatory letter of 
the collection of tales published under the name of Tke 
Snow Image^ m addressed, If anybody is responsible 
at tMs day for my being an author it is yourself. I 
know not whence your faith came ; but while we were 
lads together at a country college — gathering blue- 
berries in study-hours under those tali Academic pines ; 
or watching the great logs as they tmnfoled along the 
current of the Androscoggin ; or shooting pigeons and 
grey sc|uirreis in the woods; or hat-fowling in the 
Slimmer twilight'; or catching trout in that 'shadowy 
little stream which, I suppose, is still wandering river- 
ward through the 'forest — though you and I will never 
cast a line in- it again — two idle lads, in short (as we 
need not fear to acknowledge now), doing & hundred 
things the Faculty never heard of, or else it had been 
worse for us— still it was your prognostic of yourfriend^s' 
destiny that he was to be a writer of fiction.” That 'is' 
: a very pretty picture, but it is a picture of happy- urchin^ 
ai school, rather-than of undergraduates ‘'^panting,” as 
Macaulay says, ‘*for one and twenty.” Poor Hawthopi©’ 

' -ms indeed thousands of miles away from Oxford and 
Ohmbridge; that, touch about the blueberries and the 
■'logg on the Andbosooggin tells the whole story, afid 
^^kes the note, as if were,- of his circumstances. ; But 
Mil’, the pleasures. -at Bowdoin were not expen^ye, so 
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neither were the penalties. The amdnnt of Hawthorno^s 
'collegiate bill for one term-wa's less than 4^., and' of 
this Sinn more than 9.?. was made up of fines. Tho 
fines, however, were not heavy. Mr. Lathrop prints a 
letter addressed by the President to Mrs. Elizabeth C. 
Hathorne,” requesting her co-operation with the officers 
of this college, the attempt to induce your son 
faithfully to observe the laws of this institiition/^ He 
hag just been fined fifty cents for playing cards for money 
during th(3 preceding term. Perhaps he might not 
' have gamed/’ the Professor adds, ** were it not for ill©, 
influence of a student wdiom we 'have dismissed from 
college/’ The biographer quotes a letter from Haw- 
thorne to one of his sisters, in which the writer says,' in 
allusion to this remark, that it is a great mistake to 
think that he has been Jed away by the wicked ,onea I 
was fully as willing to play as the person he suspects 
of having enticed me, and would have been influenced 
by no one. I have a great mind to commence playing 
again, meu-ely to show him that I scorn to bo seduced 
. by another iiito any thing^wrong.” There' is something 
■ in." these ‘ few words 'that accords with the impression' 

■ ‘ that the observant reader of Hawthorne gathers of the ■ 
personal character that underlay Ms duskily-sportive 
' imagination — an impression of simple manliness and 
"transparent honesty. 

'He appears to have been a fair scholar, but not a 
brilliant one ; and it is very probable that as the stand- 
ard of scholarship at Bovrdoin was not high, he gradu- , 
ated none the less comfortably on this acccunt. Mr. 
'Lathrop is able to testify to the fact, by no inj^nsm 
, shrprising'one, that he wrote verses .at college, though 
' the few stanzas that the biographer quotes are not 
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Biich as' to make'^s ospeeiaily regret tkat Ms- riiymiag 
Mood was a traasient one, 

Tbe ocean hath' its silent cavesj 
Deep, quiet and alone. 

Though there be fury on the wavesj 
Beneath them there is none.’' 

That quatrain inaj suffice to decorate our page. And 
in connection with his college days I may mention his 
jfirst novel, a short romance entitled .Fanshuwe, which 
was published in Boston in 1828, three years after he 
graduated. It was probably also written after that 
event, but the scene of the tale is laid at Bowdoin 
(which figures under an altered name), and Haw- 
thorne’s attitude with regard to the book, even shortly 
after it was published, was such as to assign it to 
this boyish period. It was issued anonymously, but 
he so repented of his venture that he annihilated the 
edition, of which, according to Mr. Lathrop, /‘not 
half a dozen copies are now known to be extant/' 1 
have seen none of these rare volumes, and I know 
nothing of Fa7ishawe but what the writer just quoted 
relates. It is the story of a young lady who goes in 
rather an odd fashion to reside at “ Harley College ” 
(equivalent of Bowdoin), under the care and guardian- 
ship of Dr. Melmoth, the President of the institution, 
a venerable, amiable, unworldly, and henpecked scholar. 
Here she becomes very naturally an object of interest 
to two of the students ; in regard to whom I cannot do 
better than quote Mr. Lathrop. One of these young men 
“is Edward Wolcott, a wealthy, handsome, 'generousy 
healthy young fellow from one of the seaport towns ; 
and the other Eanshawe, the hero, who is a poor 
but ambitious recluse, already passing into a decline 
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iliFoiigli overmiicli ciewitioii to books 'and meditation, , ■ 
Fanslia'WOj tlioiigli tlie deeper' nature of'tbe two, and 
intensely moved by liis new passion,- perceiving tbat a 
, union between, liimself and Ellen could not be a bappy 
^ one, resigns tiieiiope of it, from tbe begmuing. Eutcir- 
cam stances bring bim into intimate relation witb ber. 

Tlie real action of tbe book, aftex* the preliminaries, 
takes up only some three days, and turns upon tbe 
littempt of a man named Butler to entice Ellen away 
under bis protection, then marry her, and secure tbe 
fortune to wliicb she is heiress. This scheme is partly 
' frustrated by circumstances, and Butler^s^'^purlb^ 
towards Ellen thus becomes a much more sinister one. 

From this she is rescued by Fanshawe, and knowing 
that be loves ber, but is concealing bis passion, sbe 
gives bim tbe opportunity and tbe right to claim ber 
hand. For a moment the rush of desire and hope is 
so great that he hesitates; then he refuses to take 
advantage of her generosity, and parts with her for a 
last time. Ellen becomes engaged to Wolcott, who had 
won ber heart from tbe first; and Fanshawe, sinking 
into I’apid consumption, dies before his class graduates/' 

The story must have had a good deal of innocent light- 
ness ; and it is a proof of how little the world of obser- 
vation lay open to Hawthorne, at this' time, that he 
should have had no other choice than to make bis 
little drama go forward between tbe rather naked walls 
of Bowdoin, where tbe presence of bis heroine was 
an essential incongruity. He was twenty-four years 
old, but tbe world,’' in its social sense, bad not dis- 
closed itself to bim. He bad, however, already, at 
.''xuomeuts, a very pretty writer's touch, as witness this 
ha3S%e, quoted by Mr. Lathrop, and which is worth 




24 , ■ ilAWTHOIliyii [mkT. L 

traBScribing. ' . Tt© beroine has gone off Avitk tii© 
nefarions Bixtler, and tk© good Dr. Meimoth starts' 
in pnrsnit of' her, attended bj young Wolcott. 

youth, these are strange times/ observed tlie 
President, Hvhen a doctor of divinity and an undergraduate 
set forth, like a kniglit-ernmt and his squire, in search of a, 
stray damsel. Methinks I am an .epitome of the church 
militant, or a new species of polemical divinity. Pray 
Heaven, however^ there be no such encounter in store for us ; 
for I uttedy forgot to provide myself with weapons.’ 

“ ^ I took some thought for that matter, reverend knight/ 
replied Edward, whose imagination was highly tickled by 
Dr. Melmoth’s chivalrous comparison. 

Aye, 1 see that you have girded on a sword/ said the divine. 

^ Bat wherewith shall I defend myself ? mj hand being* empty 
except of this golden-headed staff, the gift of Mr. Langton.^ 

‘‘‘One of these, if yon will accept it/ answered Edward, 
exhibiting a brace of pistols, ^will serve to begin the conflict 
before you join the battle hand to hand.’ 

“‘Hay, I shall find little safety in meddling with that 
deadly iristniment, since I know not accurately from wliich 
end proceeds the bullet/ said Dr. Melmoth. ‘ But were it not 
better, since we are so well provided with artilleiy, to betake 
ourselves, in the event of an encounter, to some stone wail or 
other place of strength ? ■ 

“ ‘ If I may presume to advise/ said the squire, ‘ you, as 
being most valiant and experienced, should ride forward, 
lanco in hand (your long staff serving for a lance), while I 
annoy the enemy from afar.’ 

“ ‘ Like Teucer, behind the shield of Ajax/ interrupted Dr. 
Melmoth, ‘ or David with his stone and sling. No, no, young 
man ; I have left unhnislied in my study a learned treatise, 
important not only to the present age, but to posterity, for 
whose sake I must take heed to my safety. But, lo ! who 
rides yonder?’’ ” , . - , . ‘ 

- On leaving college .Hawthorne had gone back toJIVe;/ 
at Salem/ ■ • ' ’ ■ . ■ ' 


CHAPTER II 


lAUhY MANHOOD, 




Thb twelve years that followed were not the happiest 
or most brilliajit phase of Hawthoime’s life ; they strike 
me indeed a.s having had an altogether peculiar dreari- 
ness, They had their uses; they were the period of 
incubation of the admirable compositions which eventu- 
ally brought him reputation and prosperity. But of 
their actual aridity the young man must have had a 
painful consciousness ; he never lost the impression of 
it. Mr. Lathrop quotes a phrase to this effect from one 
of his letters, late in life. am disposed to thank 
God for the gloom and chill of my eaxdy life, in the hope 
that my share 'of adversity came then, when I bore it 
alone/* And the same writer alludes to a touching 
passage in the English Kote-Books, which I shall quote 
entire,:— 

“ I think I have been happier this Christmas (1864) than 
ever before — by my own fireside, and with my wife and 
children about me — more content to enjoy what I have, less 
anxious for anything beyond it, in this life. My early life 
-Was perhaps a good preparation for the declining half of life ; 
it having been such a blank that any thereafter would compare 
' 'fftyoiirably with it. For a long, long while, I have occasionally ' 
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^3011 visited iritli’ a Angular (Ireanf; and I have an impression 
that J. have dreamed it -ever smeo I hare been In Engkii<i It 
is, that I at 'coMege, or, soxuetinies, even, at scliool— 

and there is, a eense'-'that I have been there unconscionably 
longj and have quite failed to make such progress as mj eon- 
temporaries have done ; and I seem to meet sonic of tiieni 
vith a feeling of shame and depression that broods over me 
as I think of it, .even when awake. This dream, recurring all 
through these twenty or thirty years, must be one of the 
effects of that heavy seclusion in which I shut myself up for 
tweiro years after leaving college, v/lien everybody moved 
onward and left me behind. How strange that it should 


The allnsiom here fa to a state of solitude which was 
the young man’s positive choice at the time — or into 
which he drifted at least under the pressure of his 
natural shyness and reserve. He wa.^ not expansive, 
he was not addicted- to experimelits and, adventures of 
intercourse,' he was not, personally, in a word, what 
fa called sociable. ' The general impression of this 
silence-Ioving and shade-seeking side ‘of his character 
is doubtless exaggerated, and, in so far as it points to 
him' as a sombre and sinister figure, is almost ludicrously 
at fault. He was silent, diffident, more inclined to hesi- 
'tate, to watch and wait and meditate, than to produce 
himself, and fonder, on almost any occasion, of being 
absept than of being present. This quality betrays itself 
in all his writings. There is in. all of them something 
cold,. and light and' thin, something belonging to the 
imagination alone,,, which indicates a man but little ^ 
•disposed to multipy Hs relations, Ms points of contact, ' 
^vfith: society. ..If we read the six volumes of. Hote-_ 
‘•Iriks' vv|th an eye -to the evidence of this unsocial side. 
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of life, we ii»d it in -Biilficient abmidiaBce. ' Biit«we 
find at 'the same time that there was nothing tinamiable 
'or ifividions in Ms shyness, and aboTe-all that there 
was nothing preponderantly gloomy. The qualities 
to wMch the .Note-Books most tevstify are, on ’ the 
whole, his serenity and amenity of mind. They reveal 
these characteristics indeed in an almost phenomenal 
degree. The serenity, the simplicity, seem in certain 
portions almost child-like ; of brilliant gaiety, of high 
spirits, there is little ; but the placidity and evenness 
of temper, t&e cheerful and contented view of the 
things he notes, never belie themselves. I know not 
■what else he may have written in this copious record, 
and vrhat passages of gloom and melancholy may have 
been suppressed ; but as his Diaries stand, they ofer in 
a remarkable degree the reflection of a mind whose 
development was not in the direction of sadness. A 
very clever French critic, whose fancy is often more 
lively than his observation is deep, M. Emile Montegut, 
writing in the R&me des Deux Mondes, in the year 1860, 
invents for our author the appellation of ^ ‘ Dn Bomancier 
Pessimiste. Superficially speaking, perhaps, the title is 
a happy one ; but only superficially. Pessimism consists 
in having morbid and bitter views and theories about 
human nature ; not in indulging in shadowy fancies 
and conceits. There is nothing whatever to show that 
Hawthorne had any such doctrines or convictions ; 
certainly, the note of depression, of despair, of the 
disposition to undervalue the human race, is never 
sounded in Ms Diaries. These volumes contain the 
record of very few convictions or theories of any kind ; 
they move with curious evenness, with a charming, 
graceful fiow, on a level which lies above that of a man's 






pMlosoplij. TbMj adhere with fjtieh persistence to this 
upper Ie\'el that they promf^t the reader to believe that 
Hawthorne . had ’ no' appreciable philosophy at all — no 
general views that were in the least uncomfortable. 
They are the exhibition of an iinperplexed "intellect, I 
said just now that the development of Hawthorne’s 
mind was not towards sadness ; and I should be in- 
clined to go still further, and say that his mind proper— 
his mind in so far as it was a repository of opinions and 
articles of faith — had no development that it is of especial 
impoi'tance to look into. What had a development was 
his imagination — that delicate and penetrating imagina- 
tion which was always at play, always entertaining 
itself, always engaged in a game of hide and seek in 
the region in which it seemed to him that the game 
could best be played — among the shadows and sub- 
structions, the dark-based pillars and supports, of our 
moral nature. ' Beneath this movement and ripple of 
his imagination — as fr-ee and spontaneous as that of the 
sea surface— day directly his personal affections. These 
were solid and strong, but, according to my impression, 
they had the place very much to themselves. 

His innocent reserve, then, and his exaggex'ated, but 
by no means cynical, relish for solitude, imposed them- 
selves upon Mm, in a great measure, with a persistency 
which helped to make the time a tolerably arid one — so 
arid a one indeed that we have seen that in the light of 
later happiness he pronounced it a blank. Butin truth, 
if these were dull years, it was not ail Hawthome’^s 
fault. His situation was intrinsically poor — poor with 
a poverty that one almost hesitates to look into. When 
we think of what the conditions of intellectual life, of 
taste, have been in a small Hew England t^wn’ 
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fifty years ago ; and wleii we tiiiiik of a young man of 
beaiitifnl genius^ witii a lo?€V' of literature and romances 
of tlie picturesque^ of style and foTO and eoloimj, trying 
to inalca a cai'eer for himself in the midst of them, com- 
passion fox'* the young nmii becomes our dominant senti- ^ 
ment, and we see the large dry -village picture in perhaps 
almost too hard a light. It seems to me then that it 
was possibly a blessing for Hawthorne that he was not ■ 
expansive and inquisitive, that he lived much to himself 
and asked but little of his milkiL If he had b^en 
exacting and ambitious, if his appetite had . been large , • 
and his knowledge various, he would probably have 
found the bounds of Salem intolerably narrow. But 
his culture had been of a simple sort— there was little 
of any other sort to be obtained in America in those 
days, and though he was doubtless haunted by visions 
of moi’e suggestive opportunities, we may safely assume 
that he -was not to his owm perception the object of 
compassion that he appears to a critic who Judges him 
after half a centuryhs civilization has filtered into the 
. ' twilight of that earlier time. If ''bfew* England was 
socially a vexy small place in those days, Salem was a 
still smaller one; and if the American tone at large 
was intensely provincial, that of Hew England was 
not greatly heljped by having the best of it. The state 
of things was extremely natural, and there could be 
now no greater misbiko than to speak of it with a 
redundancy of irony, American life had begun to con- 
stitute itself fi'om the foundations ; it had begun to he, 
simply ; it was at an immeasurable distance fimm having 
, begun to enjoy. I imagine there was no appreciable 
; -,;grofip pf people in Hew England at that time pi-oposing 
to enjoy life; this was not an undertaking for 
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■wiifc;li aBj pro?isiok Bad been madey or to ' wliicli any 
eiieoiiragemant' was ’ offered. Hawtiiorn© rriiist have 
vaguely entertained some such design upon destiny ; 
but he must' have felt that Ms success would have to 
■ depend wholly upon his own ingenuity. I s&j he must 
have proposed to himself to enjoy, simply because ho 
proposed to be an artist, and because this enters inevit- 
ably into the artist's scheme. There are a thousand 
ways of enjoying life, and that of the artist is one of 
the most innocent. But for ail that, it connects itself 
with the idea of pleasure. He proposes to give pleasure, 
and to give it he must first get it. Where he gets it 
will depend iipon circumstances, and circumstances were 
not encouraging to Hawthorne. 

He was poor, he was solitary, and he undertook, to 
devote himself to literature in a community in which 
the interest in literature was as yet of the smallest. It 
is not too much to say that even to the present day it 
is a considerable discomfort in the United States not 
to be in business.” The young man who attempts to 
launch himself in a career that 'does not belong to the 
so-cailed practical order ; the young man who has not, 
in a word, an office in the business-quarter of the 
town, with his name painted on the dooi^, has but a 
limited place in the social system, finds no particular 
bough to perch upon. He is not looked at askance, he 
is not regarded as an idler; literature and the arts have 
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■ lady wlio lias written a ’book is In .-'manj circles tb© 
object of an admimtion too indlseriminating to operate 
as ail ©Ecoiiragement to good writiBg., There is no 
reason to suppose that this was less the case fifty years 
ago ; but fifty years ago^ greatly more than now, the 
literary man must have lacked the comfort and inspira- 
tion of belonging to a class. The best things come, as 
a general thing, from the talents that are members of a 
group ; every man works better when he has companions 
working in the same line, and yielding the stimnins of 
'snggostion, comparison, emulation. Great things of 
course have been done by solitaiy workers;- but they 
have usually been done with double the pains they 
would have cost if they had been produced in more 
’ genial circumstances. The solitary worker loses the 
profit of example and discussion; he is apt to make 
awkward experiments ; he is in the nature of the case 
more or less of an empiric. The empiric may, as I say, 
be treated by the ivorld as an expert ; but the draw- 
backs and discomforts of empiricism remain to Mm, 
and are in fact increased by the suspicion that is min- 
gled with his gratitude,, of a want in the public taste of 
a sense of the proportions of things. Poor Ilawthorne, 
beginning to write subtle short tales at Salem, was 
empiiicai enough ; he was one of, at most, some dozen 
Americans who had taken up literature as a profession. 
The profession in the United States is still very young, 
and of diminutive stature; but in the year 1830 its 
head could hardly have been seen above ground. It, 
strikes the observer of to-day that Haiwthorne showed 
great courage in entering a field in which the honours 
and emoluments were so scanty as the profits of author- 
sMp must have been at that time. I have said that in 
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the Umted States at present authorship is a pedestal, 
and literature is the fashion ; but Hawthoi-ne s history 
is a proof that it %tos possible, fifty years ago, to write 
a great many little masterpieces without ^becoming 
known. He begins the preface to the Tmca-Told Tnha 
by remarking that he was “ for many years the obscurest 
mfin of letters in America.” When once this work 
obtained recognition, the recognition left little to bo 
desired. Hawthorne never, I believe, made large sums 
of money by his writings, and the early profits of these 
charming sketches could not have been considerable ; 
for many of them, indeed, as they appeared in journals 
ami magazines, he had never been paid at all; but 
the honour, when ' once it dawned and it dawned 
tolerably early in tbe author’s career — ^was never there- 
after wanting. Hawthorne’s countrymen are solidly 
proud of him, and the tone of Mr. Lathrop s iitudy is 
in itself suffiflient evidence of the manner in which an 
American story-teller may in some cases look to have 
his eulogy pronounced. 

Hawthorne’s early attempt to support himself by his 
pen appears to have been deliberate ; we hear nothing 
of those experiments in counting-houses or lawyers’ 
offices, of which a permanent invocation to the Muse is 
often the inconsequent sequel. He began to write, and 
to try and dispose of his writings ; and he remained at 
Salem apparently only because his family, his mother 
and his two sisters, lived there. His mother had a 
house, of which during the twelve years that elapsed 
"until 1838, he appears to have been an inmate. Mr. 
j lithrop learned from bis surviving sister .that mfte^ 
publishing Famhawe he produced a group of short 
■riiqjfies entitled Ssim Tales of my Nati^ and -that, 
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' tills laclj retained a ¥ery favom^aBie recollection of tlie 
work, wliicli lier bi’otlier Bad given Bar to read. ’ But 
it never saw tlie light ; Ms attempts to get ,it ptiblislied 
were iinsneoessful, and at last, in a fit of irritation and 
despair, the yoimg atitlior burned the manuscript, 

Thera is probably something autobiographic in the 
striking littio talo of Tke> Devil in Manuscrijyt, They 
have been offered to seventeen publishers/' says the 
hero of tiiat sketch in regard to a pile of his own 
. lucubrations. 

would make yon, stare to read their answers. .... 
One man publishes nothing but school-books ; another lias 
live novels already umler csainination ; . . . . another gen- 
tlennin is just giving up business, on purpose, I verily believe, 
to avoid publishing; my book. Tn short, of all the seventeen 
booksellers, only one has vouchsafed even to read my tales ; 
and he-— a literary dabbler himself, I should judge— has the 
impertinence to criticise them, proposing what lie calls vast 
improvements, and concluding, after a general sentence of 
condemnation, with the clclinitive assurance that lie will not 
be coiKHumed on any terms. .... But there does seem to be 
one righteous man among these seventeen unrighteous ones, 
and he tells me, fairly, tliat no American publisher will, 
meddle witli an American work seldom if by a known 
writer, and never if by a new one — unless at the writer^s 
^ risk.’'' ' ■ 

But though the Seven Tales were not printed, Haw- 
thorns proceeded to write others that were; the two 
collections of the Twice-Told Tales, and the Snow Image, 
are gathered from a series of contributions to the local 
journals and the annuals of that day. To make these 
three volumes, he |)ickecl out the things he thought the 
best. Some very small part," he says of what re- 
mains, might yet be rummaged out (but it would not 
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be wortli the tronMe)^' among the dingy pages of fifteen 
or tweiity-yeax'S-oM periodicalSj or witliin tlie shabby 
morocco covers of 'faded iSouvenirsJ^ These three volumes 
represent no large amouiit of literary labour for so long 
a period,, and tlie author admits that there is little to 
show ''for the thought and industry of that portion of 
Ms life/'* He attributes the paucity of his productions 
to a " total lack of sympathy at the age when his mind 
would naturally have been most effervescent/^ He 
had no incitement to literary effort in a reasonable 
prospect of reputation or profit ; nothing but the 
pleasure itself of composition, an enjoyment not at all 
amiss in its way, and perhaps essential to the ineiit of 
the work in hand, but which in the long run will 
hardly keep the chill out of a writer's heart, or the 
numbness out of his fingers/' These words occur in 
the preface attached in 1851 to the second edition of the 
Twice-Told Tales; dproiws of which I may say that there 
is always a charm in Hawthorne's prefaces which makes 
one grateful for a pretest to quote from them. At this 
time The Scarlet Letter had just made his fame, and the 
short tales were certain of a large welcome ; but the 
account h© gives, of the failure of the earlier edition to 
produce a sensation (it had been published in two 
volumes, at four years apart), may appear to contradict 
my iissertion that, though he was not recognised imme- 
diately, he was recognised betimes. In 1850, when 
Tite Scarlet Letter appeared, Hawthorne was forty-six 
years old, and this may certainly seem a long-delayed 
popularity. On the other hand, it must be remembered 
that he had not appealed to the world with any great 
energy. The Twice-Told Tales, charming as they ai*e, 
do 'Hot- constitute" a very massive literary pedestal* As 
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80011 CIS tEe aiitlior, reporting to seterer measiiresj put 
fort'll Tke ^S'emiel .Lefier, tlie public ear.tras touched and 
ulifirniedj and after that it was held to the end. AV'ell 
it iBight have , been 1 the reader will exclaim. “ Bat 
wliat a grievous pity that the dulness of this same 
oi’gan should have operated so long as a deterrent, and 
by making llawthoriie wait till he was nearly fifty to 
publish his first novel, have abbreviated by so much his 
produetive career!^’ The truth is, he cannot have 
been in any very high degree ambitious ; he was not an 
abundant produce!’, and there was manifestly a strain 
of generous indolence in his composition. There was 
a loveable want of eagerness about him. Let the en- 
couragement oilered liave been what it might, he had 
waited till he was lapsing from middle-life to strike his 
fii'st noticeable blow : and during the last ten yeax's of 
his career he put forth but two complete works, and 
the fragment of a third. 

It is very true, however, that during this early 
period he seems to have been vexy glad to do wdiatever 
came to his hand. Certain of his tales found their way 
into one of the annuals of the time, a publication 
endowed with the brilliant title of T/ie Boston Token 
and Atlantic Souvemr, The editor of this graceful 
repository was S. G. Goodrich, a gentleman who, I 
suppose, may be called one of tlio pioneex'S of Amex'ican 
periodical literatiii’e. lie is better known to the woidd 
as Mi% Peter Parley, a name under which he produced 
a multitude of popular school-books, story-books, and 
other attempts to vulgarize human knowledge and adapt 
it to the infant mind. This entei'piising purveyor of 
litei’ary wares appiears, incongruously enough, to have 
been Hawthorne’s earliest protector, if protection is 
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tRe proper word " for , the treatoeafe that tRe yoimg 
aufclior receiTOc! from Rim.. Mr. Gooclrieli induced Mm 
in 1836 to go to Bosto.ii to edit a periodical in wRieR lie 
was interested, T/ie Armricmi Magardne of Umfal cviid 
EaUrlaming Knowledge, I liave never seen _ the work 
In question, but Hawthorne’s biographer giveKS a sorry 
account of it. It was managed by the so-called Bewick 
Company, which took its name from Thomas Bewick, 
the English restorer of the art of wood- engraving, and 
the magazine was to do his memory honour by his admir- 
able illustrations. But in fact it never did any one 
honour, nor brought* any one profit. It was a penny 
popular affair, containing condensed information about 
innumerable subjects, no fiction, and little poetry. 
The woodcuts were of the crudest and most ' frightful 
sort. It passed through the hands of several editors 
and several publishers. Hawthorne was engaged at a 
salary of five hundred dollars a year ; but it appears 
that he got next to nothing, and did not stay in the 
position long.” Hawthorne wrote from Boston in the 
winter of 1838; I came here trusting to Goodrich’s 
positive promise to pay me forty-five dollars as soon as 
I arrived ; and he has kept promising from one day to 
another, till I do not see that he means to pay at all* 
I have now broke off all intercourse with him, and 


never think of going near him. 


I don’t feel 


at all obliged to Mm about the editorship, for he is a 
stockholder and director in the Bewick Company . . , . 
and I defy them to get another to do for a thousand 
dollars, what I do for five hundred.” — I make nothing,” 
he says in another letter, ‘^of writing a history or 
biography before dinner.” Goodrich proposed to him 
to write a Unimrsal History for the use of schools, 
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offeriBg liim a hundred dollars' for Ms share in the work. 
Hawthorne accepted the offer and took a hand— I know 
not how large a one — in the Job, His biographer has 
been able to Identify a single phrase as our author's. 
He is speaking of George I¥ ; Even when he ' was 
quite a young man this King eared as much about dress 
as any young coxcomb. lie had a great deal of taste 
in such matters, and it is a pity that he was a King, for 
he might otherwise ha%^e made an excellent tailor/’ 
The Universal History had a great vogue and passed 
through hundreds of editions;’ but it does not appear 
that Hawthorne ever received more than his hundred 
dollars. The writer of these pages vividly remembers 
making its acquaintance at an early stage of his educa- 
tion — a very fat, stumpyiooking book, bound in boards 
covered with green paper, and having in the text very 
small woodcuts, of the most primitive sort. He 
associates it to this day with the names of Sesostris 
and Semiramis whenever he encounters them, there 
having been, he supposes, some account of the conquests 
of these potentates that would ini press itself upon the 
imagination of a child. At the end of four months, 
Hawthorne had received but twenty dollars — four 
pounds— for his editorship of the American Alagazine, 
There is something pitiful in this episode, and some- 
thing really touching in the sight of a delicate and 
superior genius obliged to concern himself wdth such 
paltry undertakings. The simple fact was that for a 
man attempting at that time in America to live by his 
, pen, there were no larger openings ; and to live at all 
Hawthoime had, as the phrase is, to make himself small. 
This cost him less, moreover, than it would have cost 
a more copious and strenuous genius, for Ms modesty 
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was evideiit-Iy extreme, aiid I doubt wbetber lie bad any 
’ wry ardent conscionsnese of rare talent. He went back 
to Balern, and from this tranquil standpoint, in the 
spring of 1837, be watched the first volume of his Twice- 
Told Tales come into the world. He had by this time 
been living some ten years of his manhoorl in Salem, 
and an Anierican commentator may be excused for feel- 
ing the desire to construct, from the very scanty material 
that otfers itself, a slight picture of his life there. I 
have quoted his own allusions to its duiness and blank- 
ness, but I confess that these observations serve rather 
to quicken than to depress my curiosity. A biographer 
has of necessity a relish for detail ; his business is to 
multiply points of characterisation. Mr. Lathrop tells 
us that our author had little communication with even 
the members of his family. Frequently his meals were 
brought and left at his locked door, and it was not often 
that the four inmates of the old Herbert Street mansion 
met in family circle. He never read his stories aloud 
to his mother and sisters. . . It was the custom, in this 
household for the several members to remain very mneb 
by themselves ; the three ladies were perhaps nearly as 
rigorous recluses as himself, and, speaking of the isola- 
tion which reigned among them, Hawthorne once said, 

^ We do not even live at our house ! ' It is added that 
he was not in the habit of going to church. This is not a 
lively picture, nor is that other sketch of his daily habits 
much more exhilarating, in which Mr. Lathrop aillrms 
that though • the statement that for sevex'al yeai's he 
never saw the sun ” is entirely an error*, yet it is 
true that he stirred little abroad all day and seldom 
chose to %valk in the town except at night/^ In the 
dujky hours he took walks of many miles along the 
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coast, or else waticleretl about the sleeping; streets of 
Salem, ^riiese were Ms pastimes, aud^ these were ap- ^ 
pareiitly his most mtimate ' occasions ' of eoataet wHh 
life. Life, on such occasions, was mot very exuberant, 
as any one will reject who has been acquainted with 
the physiognomy of a small hTew England town after, 
nine oxdock in the evening. Hawthorne, however, ^vas 
an inveterate observer of small things, and he found b> 
Held for fancy among the most trivial accidents. There 
eoiiid be BO better example of this happy faculty tlian the 
little paper entitled ‘‘height Sketches,” included among 
the Ttcice-Told Tales. This small dissertation is about 
nothing at all, and to call attention to it is almost to 
overrate its importancB. This fact is equally .true, 
indeed, of a great many of its companions, which give 
even the most appreciative critic a singular feeling of 
his own indiscretion— almost of his own cruelty. They 
are so light, so slight, so tenderly trivial, that simply 
to mention them is to put them in a false position. The 
author’s claim for them i,s barely audible, even to the 
most ocute listener. They are things to take oi” to 
leave — to enjoy, but not to talk about, Hot to read 
them would be to do them an injustice {to read them is 
essentially to relish them), but to bring the machinery 
of criticism to bear upon them would be to do them a 
still greater wrong. I must remember, however, that 
to carry this principle too far would be to endanger the 
general validity of the present little work a consum- 
mation which it can only be my desire to avert. There- 
fore it is that I think it permissible to remark that 
ill Hawthorne, the whole class of little descriptive 
eifusioBS directed upon common things, to which these 
lust-mentioned Hight Sketches belong, have a greater 
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.charm than ther© Is any warrant for in their substance. 
The charm is '-mad© up of the spontaneity^ the persona! 
quality, of the fancy that jdays through them, its 
mingled simplicity and subtlety, its purity and its 
houkomie. The Kight Sketches are eimply the light, 
familiar record of a walk under an lunbrelJa, at the end 
of a long, dull, rainy clay, through the sloppy, ill-paved 
streets of a country town, where the rare gas lani]).s 
twinkle in the large puddles, and the blue jars in the 
druggist’s window shine through the vulgar drizzle. 
One would say that the inspiration of such a theme 
could have had no great force, and such doubtless was 
the case ; but out of the Salem puddles, nevertheless, 
springs, iiower-like, a charming and natural piece of 
prose. , V 

I have said that Hawthorne wms an observer of 
small things, and indeed he appears to have thought 
nothing too trivial to be suggestive. His Note Books 
give us the measure of his perception of common and 
casual things, and of his habit of converting them 
into M 67 uoTC 0 idcL These Note-Books, by the way — -this 
seems as good a place as any other to say it—are 
a very singular series of volumes ; I doubt whether 
there is anything exactly corresponding to them ixi 
the whole body of literature. They were published — 
in six volumes, issued at intervals —som© years after 
Hawthorne’s death, and no person attempting to write 
an account of the romancer could afford to regret that 
they should have been given to the world. There is 
a point ol view from which this may be regretted; 
but the attitude of the biographer is to desire as many 
documents as possible. I am thankful, then, as a 
biographer, for the Note-Books, but I am obliged to 
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confess iiiatj tiiongli I iiave just re-imd' them mmMlji 
1 am still at a loss to perceiTe how .they 'came to be 
^ written— wjiat was Hawthorne's. purpose in carrying. on 
for so many years this minute and often triyial cbronicle. 
For a person desiring information about him at any 
cost, it is valuable ; it sheds a vivid light upon his 
character, his habits, the nature of his mind. But we 
tind ourselves wondering ’what was its value to Haw- 
thorne himself. It is in a very partial degree a register 
of impressions, and in a still smaller sense a record of 
emotions. Outward objects play much the lai’ger part 
in it ; opinions, convictions, ideas pure and simple, <ar 0 
almost absent. He rarely takes his Hote-Book into his 
confidence or commits to its pages any reflections that 
might be' adapted for publicity; the simplest way to 
describe the tone of these extremely objective journals 
is to say that they read like a series of very pleasant, 
though rather dullish and decidedly formal, letters, 
addressed to himself by a man wdio, having suspicions 
that they might be opened in the post, should have 
determined to insert nothing compromising. They con- 
tain much that is too futile for things intended for pub- 
licity ; whereas, on the other hand, as a receptacle of 
private impressions and opinions, they are curiously cold 
and empty. They widen, as I have said, our glimpse of 
Hawthorne's mind (I do not say that they elevate our 
estimate of it), but they do so by what they fail to con- 
tain, as much as by what we. And in them. Our business 
for the moment, however, is not with the light that they 
throw upon his intellect, but with the information they 
o&r about his habits and his social circumstances. 

I know not at what age he began to keep a diary ; 

; the first , entties in the American volumes are of the 
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siimaier of 1B36., ' There is a phrase in the preface to 
lus hotoI ot 'Tmm^formmtion, which must have lingered 
in tlid minds of, many Americans who have tried to 
write novels and to lay the scene of them in the 
western world. author, without a trial, can 

conceive of the difficulty of writing a romance about 
a country where there is no shadow, no antiquity, no 
myster)^ no picturesque and gloomy wrong, nor any- 
thing -but a commonplace prosperity, in broad and 
simple daylight, as is happily the case with my dear 
native Ian dr ^ The perusal of liawthorne^s American 
IlTote-Books operates as a practical commentary upon this 
somewhat ominous text. It does so at least to my own 
mind ; it would be too much perhaps to say that the 
effect would be the same for the usual English reader. 
An American reads between the lines—he completes the 
suggestions — he constructs a picture. I think I am not 
guilty of any gross injustice in saying that the picture 
he constructs from Hawthoime's American diaries, 
though by no means without charms of its own, is 
not, on the whole, an interesting one. It is character- 
ised by an extraordinary blankness— a curious paleness 
of colour and paucity of detail. Hawthorne, as I have 
said, has a large and healthy appetite for detail, and one 
is therefore the more struck with the lightness of the diet 
to which his * observation was condemned. Eor myself, 
as I turn the pages of his journals, I seem to see the 
image of the crude and simple society in which he lived. 

I use these epithets, of course, not invidiously, but de- 
scriptively ; if one desire to enter as closely as possible 
into Hawthorne *s situation, one must endeavour to re- 
produce his circumstances. We are struck with the 
large ’number of elements that were absent from 'them'i - 
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tmd tiie eoMnesSj tlie tlimiiess^ tLe 'tilaiikBesSs to repeat 
my epithet^ present themselves so vividly that oiir fore- 
most feeling is that of compassion for' a romancer’ looking 
for subjects in such a iield. It takes so many things^ as 
Hawthorne must have felt later in life,....when,h6. made, , 
the acquaintance of the denser, richer, warmer European 
spectcicle —it takes such an acciunuiation of history and 
custom, such a complexity of manners and types, to form 
a fund of suggestion for a novelist. If Hawthorne had 
been a young Englishman, or a young BVenchman of the 
same degree of genius, the same cast of mind, the same 
habits, his consciousness of the world around him would 
have been a very dxEerent affair ; however obscure, how- 
ever reserved, his own personal life, his sense of the life 
of his fellow- mortals would have been almost intinitely 
more various. The negative side of the spectacle on 
which Hawthorne looked out, in his contemplative 
saunterings and reveries, might, indeed, with a little 
ingenuity, bo made almost ludicrous y one might enume- 
rato the items of high civilization, as it exists in other 
countries, which are absent from the texture of Ameri- 
can life, until it should become a wonder to know what 
was left. Ho State, in the European sense of the word, and 
indeed barely a speciffc national name. No sovereign, no 
court, no personal loyalty, no aristocracy, no church, no 
clergy, no army, no diplomatic service, no cotintry gentle- 
men, no palaces, no castles, nor manors, nor old country- 
houses, nor parsonages, nor thatched cottages nor ivied 
xuiiirs ; no cathedrals, nor abbeys, nor little Norman 
churches ; no great Universities nor public schools — no 
Oxford, nor Eton, nor Harrow ; no literature, no novels, 
no museums, no pictures, no political society, no sporting 
class— no Epsom nor zlscot 1 Some such list as that 
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I'H'igM be drawn tip of -tbe absent things m American life 
' — especially in tie American life of forty years ago^ the 
effect of wMch, upon an English or a French, imagi- 
nation, would probably as a general thing be appalling. 
The natural remark, in the almost lurid light of such an 
indictment, would be that if these things are left out, 
everything is left out. The American knows that a good 
deal remains; what it is that remains — that is his 
secret, his joke, as one may say. It would be cruel, in 
this terrible denudation, to deny him the consolation of 
Ms national gift, that “ American humour of which 
of late years we have heard so much. 

But in helping us to measure what remains, our 
author’s Diaries, as I have already intimated, would give 
comfort rather to persons who might have taken the 
alarm from the brief sketch I have just attempted of 
what I have called the negative side of the American 
social situation, than to those reminding themselves of 
its fine compensations. Hawthorne’s entries are to a 
great degree accounts of walks in the country, drives 
in stage-coaches, people he met in taverns. The minute- 
ness of the things that attract his attention and that he 
deems woHhj of being commemorated is frequently 
extreme, and from , this fact we get the impression of 
a general vacancy in the held of vision. « Sunday 
evening, going by the Jail, the setting sun kindled up 
the windows most cheerfully ; as if there were a bright, 
comfortable light within its darksome stone wall.” I 
went yesterday with Monsieur S to pick rasp- 

berries. He fell through an old log-bridge, thrown over 
a hollow; looking back, only his head and shoulders 
appeared through the rotten logs and among the 
-bushes.— -A shower coming on, the rapid running of a 
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little barefooted boy^ comiBg xip, Biiheardj, and dasMng 
past and allowing ns' the soles of bis naked 
feet as be ran adown tlie path and up tbe opposite sicled'^ 

' In another place be devotes a page to a description .of a 
dog whom bo saw running round after its tail ; in still 
another be remarks, in a paragraph by itself — ^^The 
aromatic odor of peat- smoke, in tbe sunny autumnal 
air is very pleasant.*^ Tbe reader says to himself that 
when a man turned thirty gives a place in bis mind — 
and bis inkstand — to such trifles as these, it is because 
nothing else of superior importance demands admission. 
Evexything in tbe Notes indicates a simple, democratic, 
tliiniy-composed society ; there is no evidence of tbe 
writer finding himself in any variety or intimacy of 
relations with any one or with anything. We Gnd a 
good deal of warrant for believing that if we add that 
statement of Mr. Laibrop’s about bis meals being left 
at tbe door of bis room, to rural rambles of which an 
impression of the temporaxy phases of the local apple- 
crop ivere tbe usual, and an encounter with an organ- 
grinder, or an eccentric dog, the rarer, outcome, we 
construct a rough image of our author* s daily life 
during the several years that preceded his maiTiage. 
He appeal's to have read a good deal, and that he must 
have been familiar with the sources of good English we 
see from Ms charming, expressive, slightly self-conscious, 
cultivated, but not too cultivated, style. Yet neither in 
these early volumes of Ms Note-Books, nor in the later, 
is there any mention of Ms reading. Thei'e are no 
literary judgments or impressions —there is almost no 
allusion to works or to authors. The allusions to in- 
dividuals of any kind are indeed much less numerous 
than one might have expected ; there is little psychology^ 
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.little deseripfcioB of ,■ manners. We are told l>j 
Mr. Latlirop tlmf there existed at Salem during the 
early part of Hawthorne’s life strong circle of_ 
wealthy families/' which maintained rigorously the 
distinctions of class/’ and w'hose entertainments %vere 
splendid, their manners magnificent.” This is a rather 
pictorial -way of saying that there were a number of 
people in the place — the commercial and professional 
arisfcocracy, as it were^ — who lived in high comfort and 
res|>eetabiiity, and who, in their small provincial way, 
doubtless had pretensions to be exclusive. Into this 
delectable company Mr. Lathrop intimates that his hero 
was free to penetrate. It is easy to believe it, and it 
would be clitliciilt to perceive why the privilege should 
have been denied to a young man of genius and culture, 
who was very good-looking (Hawthorne must have been 
in these days, judging by his appearance later in life, a 
strikingly handsome fellow), and whose Amexican pedi- 
gree was virtually as long as the longest they could 
show. But in fact Hawthorne appears to have ignored 
the good society of his native place almost com- 
pletely ; no echo of its conversation is to be found in 
his tales or his journals. Such an eclio 'would possibly 
not have been especially melodious, and if we regret the 
shyness and stiffness, the reserve, the timidity, the sus- 
picioxi, or whatever it was, that kept him from, knowing 
what there was to be known, it is not because we have 
any very definite assurance that his gains would have 
been great. Still, since a beautiful writer was growing 
up in Salem, it is a pity that he should not have given 
himself a chance to commemoiute some of the types that 
Nourished in the richest soil of the place. Like almost 
all people who possess in a strong degree the story ^ 
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telling faculty, Hawtliorne liacl a dempcmtic, strain in 
Ids composition and a relisli for tlie comiEdner stuff of 
human nature* Thoroughly American in ail ways, he 
was in none more so than in the vagueness of his sense 
of social distinctions and his readiness to forget them if 
a moral or intellectual sensation were to be gained by it. 
He liked to fraternise with plain people, to take them 
on their own terms, and put himself if possible into their 
shoes* His ISTote-Books, and even his tales, are full of 
evidence of this easy and natural feeling aboirt all Ms 
"uncosiventional fellowmiortals — this imaginative interest - 
and contemplative curiosity — and it sometimes takes , the 
most charming and graceful forms. Commingled as it 
is with Ms own subtlety and delicacy, his couTplete 
exemption from vulgarity, it is one of the points in his 
character which his reader comes most to appreciate — 
that reader I mean for -whom he is not as for some few, 
a dusky and inalarious genius. 

But even if he had had, personally, as many preten- 
sions ms he 'had few, he must in the natxire' of ,tMngA 
have been more or less of a consenting democrat, for 
democracy was the very key-stone of the simple social 
structure in which he played his part. The air of his 
Journals and his tales alike are full of the genuine 
democratic feeling. This feeling has by no means passed 
out of England life ; it still tlomishes in perfection 
in the great stock of the people, especially in rural 
eonuminities ; but it is probable that at the present 
hour a writer of Hawtho^ne^s general fastidiousness 
would not expresss it quite so artlessly. shrewd 

gentle ivoman, who kept a tavern in the town,” he says, 
in Chvjypings with a Chisel^ was anxious to obtain two 
/•or three gravestones for the deceased members of her 
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‘family,, and to pay for these solemn commodities By ’ 
taking the 'sculptor to' board,” This image of a 
' gentlewoman keeping, a tavern and looking out for 
boarders, seems, fi*om the point of view to which I 
allude, not at all incongruous. It will be observed that 
the lady in question was shrewd ; it was probable that 
she was substantially educated, and of reputable life, 
.and it is certain that she was energetic. These qualities 
would make it natural to Hawthorne to speak of her as 
a gentlewoman ; the natural tendency in societies where 
• the sense of equality prevails, being to take for granted 
the high level rather than the low. Perhaps the most 
striking example of the democratic sentiment in all our 
author’s tales, however, is the figure of Uncle Yenner, 
in T/ie House of the Seven Gables, Uncle Yenner is a 
poor old man in a brimless hat and patched trousers, 
who picks up a precarious subsistence by rendering, for 
a compensation, in the houses and gardens of the good 
people of Salem, those services that are know in Hew 
England as ‘^chores.” He carries parcels, splits fire- 
wood, digs potatoes, collects refuse for the maintenance of 
his pigs, and looks forward with philosophic equanimity 
to the time when he shall end his days in the almshouse. 
But in spite of the very modest place that he occupies in 
the social scale, he is received on a footing of familiarity 
in the household of the far-descended Miss Pyncheon ; 
and when this ancient lady and her companions take the 
air in the garden of a summer evening, he steps into the 
estimable circle and mingles the smoke of his pipe with 
their refined conversation. This obviously is rather 
‘ imaginative — Uncle Yenner is a creation with a pur- 
pose. He is an original, a Batumi moralist, a philoso- 
pher; and Hawthorne, who knew perfectly what. he -- 
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was abotife in Intmcliicing — Hawiliorne always 

knew perfectly wiiat lie was 'abont — ^wislied .to give in 
bis person m exairipl© of bimiorotis resignation and of 
a life rediiceil to tbe simplest and bomeliest elements, as 
opposed to tlie fantiistic pretensions of tbe antiquated 
' beroino of tbe story* He %visbed to strike a certain 
Gxciiisivelj biiinan and personal note. He knew tbat 
for this purpose be was taking a licence i but the point 
is that he felt be was not indulging in any extravagant 
violation of reality. Giving in a letter, about 1830, an 
account of a little journey he was making in Connecti- 
cut, be says, of the end of a seventeen miles' stage, 
that *'4n the evening, however, I went to a BiWe-cIass 
with a very polite and agi'ceable gentleman, whom I 
afterwards discovered to be a strolling tailor of very 
questionable habits.” 

Hawthorn© appears on various .occasions to'ha%"e 
absented himself from Salem, and to have wandered 
somewhat through *the New England States. But the 
only one of these episodes of which there is a con- 
siderable account in the Note-Books is a visit that h© 
paid in the summer of 1837 to his old college-mate, 
Horatio Bridge, who was living upon his father's pro- 
perty in Maine, in company with an eccentric young 
‘ Frenchman, a teacher of his native tongue, who was 
looking for pitpils among the northern forests. I have 
:'said that there was less psychology in Hawthorne's , 
Journals than might have been looked for ^ but there 
is nevertheless a certain amount of it, and nowhere 
more than in a number of pages relating to this remark- 
able '' Monsieur S ” (Hawthorne, intimate as he appar- 
; ently became with him, always calls him Monsiemy^ 
.ijwl ‘as throughout all his Diaries, he invariably spea» 
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of all Ms frieD,ds, .even the most fiimiliar, as “Mr.” 
He confers the prefix upon the xineonventional Thoreau, 
his fellow-woodsman at Concord, and upon the emanoi- 
pated brethren at Brook Farm.) These pages are com- 
pletely occupied with Monsieur S., who was evidently 
a man of character, with the full complement of his 
national vivacity. There is an elaborate effort to 
analyse the poor young Frenchman’s disposition, some- 
thing conscientious and painstaking, respectful, explicit, 
almost solemn. These passages ai'e very curious as .a 
reminder of the absence of the off-hand element in the 
manner in which many Americans, and many Hew 
Englanders especially, make up their minds about 
people whom they meet. This, in turn, is a reminder 
of something that may be called the importance of the 
individual in the American world ; which is a result 
of the ■ newness and youthfulness of society and of 
the absence of keen competition. The individual counts 
for more, as it were, and, thanks t© the absence of a 
variety of social types and of settled heads under which 
he may be easily and conveniently pigeon-holed, he is to 
a certain extent a wonder and a mystery. An Engli-sh- 
man, a Frenchman— a Frenchman above all— judges 
quickly, easily, from his oum social .standpoint, and 
makef an end of it. He has not that rather chilly, 
and isolated sense of moral responsibility which is apt 
to visit a Hew Englander in such processes; and he 
has the advantage that his standards are fixed by the 
general consent of the society in which he lives. A 
Irenehman, in this respect, is particularly happy and 
^eomforteble, happy and comfortable to a degree which I 
*thmk is hardly to be over-estimated ; his standards 
■being the most definite in the world, the most easily and 
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promptly* appealed to^ and the most identical witk w.liat 
liappens to I’le tlie practice of the yrencK' gemm itself. * 
The Bnglisliman is not quite so well of. But he is better 
off than liis poor interrogative and tentative cousin 
beyond the seas. He is blessed with a healthy mistrust 
of analysis, and hair-splitting is the occupation he most 
despises* There is always a little of the Dr. Johnson 
in him, and Dr. Johnson would have had wofully little 
patience with that tendency to weigh moonbeams which 
in Hawthorne was almost as much a quality of race as 
of genius ; albeit that Hawthorne has paid to Boswell’s , 
hero {in the chapter on '^Lichfield and IJttoxeter/’ 
ill his volume on England), a tribute of the finest appre- 
ciation*.....,,. ..Ainerican ...intellectual standards .ai*e ..vague,... 
and Hawthorne’s countrymen are apt to hold the scales 
with a rather uncertain hand and a somewhat agitated 
' -conscience, ■ ^ - 




CHAPTER III 


The second yoliime of the Timce-Told Tales was ptib™ 
iishecl in 1845, in Boston ; and at this time a good many 
of the stories which, were afterwards collected into the 
Mosses from mi Old Manse had already appeared, chiefly 
in Democraiie Eemew^ a snfllciently flourishing pe- 
riodical of that period. In mentioning these things 
I anticipate; but I touch upon the year 1845 in order 
to speak of the two collections of Twice-Told Tales 
once. During the same year Hawthorne edited an 
interesting volume, the Journals of an African Cruiser^ 
hy his friend Bridge, who^had gone into the Havy and 
seen something of distant waters. His biographer 
mentions that even then Hawthorne’s name was thought 
to bespeak attention for a book, and he insists on this 
fact in contradiction to the idea that his productions 
had hitherto been as little noticed as his own declara- 
tion that he remained for a good many years the 
obscurest man of letters in America,” might lead one, 
and has led many people, to suppose. In this dismal 
^chamber Fame was won/^ hd writes in Salem in 1830# 
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tiMe simgiilarly 


Amd w© iliicl ia tlie Note-Books 
beaiiMfal and toudiing passage :— 


' ^’^llerc I sit in liiy old acjeiistmiioc! ciiaiviber, wlicro’I nsed 
to Bit ill clap gone by. ... * Here* I 'have i^nittcn many 
tales — Hiaiiy that have been burned to asheH, many ttuifc have ' 
doubtless deserved tlie same fate. This ehiiius to be called a 
haunted ehainbca', fur thousands upon thousands of visions 
have appeared to me in it ; and souio few of tlieiu have 
bceomo visible to the world. If ever I slioiild liave a 
biographer, he ought to make great mention of this diamber 
in iny memoirs, because so mucli of my lonely youth was ' 
wasted here, and here iny mind and character were formed; 
aiul hero I have boon glad and hopeful, and here I have been 
despondent And hero I sat a long, long time, ivuitiug 
palienily for the world to know me, and sometimes wondering 
why it did not know me sooner, or whether it would ever 
know me at all — at least till I were in my grave. And some- 
times it seems to me as if I were already in the grave, with 
only life enough to be chilled .and benumbed. Bat ofieiicr I 
was happy — at least as happy as I then knew hoTv to be, or 
was aware of the possibility of being. By and by the world 
found mo out in my lonely chamber and called me forth — not 
indeed ivith a loud roar of acclamation, but rather with a 
Istill small voice — and forth I went, but found nothing in the 

w'orid I thought preferable to my solitude till noiv 

And now I begin to understand why I was imprisoned so 
many years in this lonely chamber, and wdiy I could never 
break through the viewless bolts and bars; for if I liad 
sooner made my escape into the world, I should have grown 
hard and rough, and been covered with earthly dust, and my , 
heart might have become callous by rude encounters wdtli the 
multitude. . * . . But living in solitude till the fulness of 
time was come, I still kept the dew of my youth and the 
freshness of my heart. .... I used to think that I could 
imagine all passions, all feelings, and states of the heart„and 
" . mind; but how little did I know ! . . . . Indeed, w^e are but 

.^adows ; we are not endowed with real life, and all that 
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most real about- ■iis''iS-b life tlie tiuiiiiest subwtamce of -a 
‘ dream— tili tlie beait:, be-iouclieii. TImfe touch ci'eatcH us — 

. tlmri we begin to be— tiicreby ave are beings of reality and 
inheritors of eternity,” 

There is soBielliing exquisite in the soft pliiloso^diy 
of this little i-etrospecb, and it helps us to appreciate it 
to know that the writer had at this time Just become 
engaged to be married to a charming and accomplished 
person, wdth whom iiis union, which took place two 
years later, %vas complete and full of happiness. But I 
quote it more particularly for the evidence it affords 
that, already in 1840, Hawthorne .could speak of the 
world finding him out and calling him forth, as of an 
event tolerably well in the past. He had sent the first 
of the Twice-Told series to his old college friend, Long- 
fellow, who had already laid, solidly, the foundation of 
his great poetic reputation, and at the time of his send- 
ing it had.wiitten him a letter from which it will be 
to our purpose to quote a few lines ; — ' 

You tell me you have met with troubles and changes, L 
hnow not what these may have been ; but I can assure you 
that trouble is the next best thing to enjoyment, and that 
there is no fate in the world so horrible as to Ijave no share 
in -either its joys or sorrows. For the last ten years I have 
not lived, but only dreamed of living. It may be true that 
there may have been some unsubstantial pleasures here in the 
shade, which I might have missed in the sunshine, but you 
cannot conceive how utterly devoid of satisfaction all my 
retrospects are. I Iiave laid up no treasure of pleasant 
remembrances against old age ; but there is some comfort in 
thinking that future years maybe mote varied, and therefore 
more tolerable, than the past. You give me more credit than 
I deserve in, snpposingthat I have led a studious life. 1 have 
indeed turned over a good many books, but in so desultory a 
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way tliat It crintioi be calicul studj^ nor:JifiiaitAeit me tlie fruits 
of study, , , , , I have anotlieT great ■!diffipldty^i^ ilm lack of 
materials; for I iiavc seen so little, of -'the 'ivorld^tiiat I have 
aioihing tliiii airto concoct my ’stories of and it' is 'not 
easy to give a life-like seinbiaiice to such shadowy stull. 
Smnei lines, throngh a peeplmle, I have caught a glimpse of 
the real world, and the iwo or three articles i’n which 1 have 
portrayed tlK'‘se glimpses please me better than the otliers,” 

It is more particularly for the sake of the coiicliidiiig 
lines that I have quoted this passage ; for evidently no . 
■ portrait of Hawthorne at this period is , at ^ all exact 
which fails to insist upon the constant struggle which 
, Biitst have gone on between his shyness -and Ms desire 
to|. know something of life; between what may he called 
his evasive and Ms inquisitive tendencies,. I suppose it 
is no injustice to Hawthorne to say that on the whble 
. ' his shyness always prevailed ; and yet, obviously^ tlie 
struggle ' was constantly there. , He says of Ms Twiee- 
T(dd’ Taks^ ■ in the prefacoj They are not -the talk of a 
' secluded man with his own mind and heart -(had it been 
^ so they could hardly have failed, to be more deeply and 
permanently valuablej) but his attempts^.and very im- 
‘ perfectly successful onesy to opien -an intercourse with 
: the world.” We are speaking here ’of , small things^ it 
’ ' must be remembei'ed — of little attempts, little sketches, 
a little ' world. But everything is relative, and this 
’ ' .smallness of scale must not render less apparent the 
'/interesting character of Hawthorne’s efiorts. ■ As for 
. .the fmim-Told Tales themselves, they are an old story 
■''^how; ’every one knows them a little,, and. those who 
: ,1'; admire 'them particularly have read them a great many 
'/.'■“./■times. / The writer of this sketch belongs to the latter 
, piafSa/and he has been trying to forget ^ Ms fainilirnty 
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with thaiiiy and' ask Mmseif what impression they would 
have made upon him. at ..the time they appeared, in the 
first bloom of . their' freshness, and before the particular 
Hawthorne-qnaiity, as it may be called, had become an 
established, a recognised and valued, fact. Gertairdy, 
I am inclined to think, if one had enoox.intei’ed these 
delicate, dusky flowers in the blossomless garden of 
American Journalism, one would have plucked them 
. with a very tender hand ; one would have felt that here 
was something essentially fresh and new ; here, in no 
extraordinary force or abundance, but in a degree dis- 
tinctly appreciable, was an original element in litex'aiure. 
When I think of it, I almost envy Hawthorne’s earliest 
readers j the sensation of opening upon The Great Oar- 
hmicle^ The Seven Vagabonds^ or The Threefold Destiny in 
an American annual of forty years ago, must have been 
highly agreeable. 

Among these shorter things (it is better to . speak 
of the whole collection, including the 'Snow Image^ 
and the Mosses Jfom an. Old Manse at once) there 
are three sorts of tales, each one of which has an 
original stamp. There are, to begin with, the stories of 
fantasy and allegory — those among which the three 
I have Just mentioned would be numbered, and which 
on the whole, are the most original. This is the group 
to which such little mastei'pieces as Malvin's Bmlad^ 
RappaeinTs BaughUr^ and Young Goodman Brown 
also belong — these two last perhaps x'epresenting 
the highest point that Hawthorne reached in this 
direction. Then there are the little tales of Hew Eng- 
land history, which are scarcely less admirable, and of 
which The Grey Champion^ The Maypole of Merry Moimt^ 
and the four beautiful LegeTuls of the Province Mouse ^ as^ 
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they 'lire called j are , tlie imut ; sitcCesefid "speciiuea^. 
Lastly coma the slender sketches of' actual ' scenes and 
of the of>|octs and manners about ! Mnij, by means, of 
which; more particularly, lie endeavoured to open an 
intercourse with the world, and which, in spite of their 
Blenderness, have an inlinite grace and charm. Among 
these things A Rill f rom ike Town Rump, Tho YiUaye 
Unde, The TolUG alheo'eRs Day, the CJtippilngs iviih a 
Chlml, may most naturally be mentioned/ As ^xe turn 
over those volumes we feel that" the pieces that spring 
mo?5t fiirectly from his fancy, constitute; as I have said 
(jiuiti ug Ms four novels aside), his most substantial 
claim to our attention. It would be a mistake to insist 
too much upon them; Hawthorne was himself the first 
. to recognise that. These litful sketches,” he says in 
the preface to the 3 fosses from cm Old Jfanse, with so 
little of external life about them, yet claiming no pro- 
fundity of purpose — so reserved even while they some- 
times seem so frank— often but half in eaxmest, and 
never, even when most so, expressing satisfactorily the 
thoughts which they profess to image — such triples, I 
truly feel, afford no solid basis for a literary reputation,” 
This is very becomingly uttered ; but it may be said, 
partly in answer to it, and partly in confirmation, that 
the valuable element in these things was not what 
Hawthorne put into them consciously, but what passed 
into them without Ms being able to measure it — the 
element of simple genius, the quality of imagination. 
This is the real charm of Hawthorne's wiiting — this 
pitrity and spontaneity and naturalness of fancy. For 
the x’est, it is interesting to' see how it borrowed a par- 
ticular colour from the other faculties that lay near it 
— how the imagination, in this capital sen of the, old 



memce, by. no mum or itjs ownj m eyexy geminw vusixoo'&. 
of that sombre lineage, lay tindei' the shadow of the 
sens© of sin. This darkening cloud was no essential 
part of the nature of the individual ; it stood fixed in 
the genenil moral heaven under which he grew up and 
looked at Iift\ It projected from above, from outside, 
a black patch over his spirit, and it was for him to do 
what he could with the black patch. There were all 
sorts of possible ways of dealing with it ; they depended 
upon the personal temperament. Borne natures would 
let it lie as it fell, and contrive to be tolerably comfort- 
able beneath it. Others would groan and sweat and 
sxxiler ; but the dusky blight would remain, and their 
lives would be lives of misery. Here and there an 
individual, irritated beyond endurance, would throw it 
off in anger, plunging probably into what would be 
deemed deeper abysses of depravity. Hawthorne's way 
was the best, for he contrived, by an exqixisite process, 
best known to himself, to transmute this heavy moral 
burden into the very substance of the imagination, 
to make it evaporate in the light and charming fumes of 
artistic production. But Hawthorne, of course, was 
exceptionally fortunate ; he had Ms genius to help Mm, 
Nothing is more curious and interesting than this almost 
exclusively imported character of the sens© of sin in 
Hawthorne’s mind ; it seems to exist there merely for 
an artistic or literary purpose. He had ample cog- 
nizance of the Puritan conscience ; it was Ms natural 
heritage; it was x'eproduced in Mm; looking into his 
soul, he found it there. But Ms relation to it was 
as' on© may say,, intellectual ; ,it was not moral' tod; 
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■ tlieologi'eriL He played witli it and-n^ed it as, a pig- 
iTieni; be treated it^ as the Eietapli};^s!daBs sayj.objec" 
lively* He was not discomposed, 'disttirbed, hamted 
by it, XE 'tlie inaxiiiea' of its usual and' x’egular vicfeiius-, 
wlio Iiiid liot tlie little postern door of fancy to slip 
through, to the other side of the wall. It was, indeed, : 
to his imaginative vision, the great fact of man^s 
nature; the light element that had been ^mingled with 
his own composition always clung to this inigged 
prominence of moral responsibility, like the mist that 
’hovers about the mountain. It was a necessary condi- 
tion for a man of Hawthorne’s stock that if his imagi- 
nation should take licence to amuse itself, it should at 
least select this grim precinct of the Pmitan morality 
for its play-groirad. He speaks of the dark disapproval 
with which his old ancestors, in the case of their coming 
to life, would see him trilling himself away as a story- 
teller. But how far more darkly would they have 
frowned could they have understood that he had con- 
verfced the very principle of their own being into one of 
his toys ! 

It will be seen that I am far from being struck with 
the Justice of that view of the author of the Twice- Tolcl 
TafeSf which is so happily expressed by the Fi-ench 
critic to whom I alluded at an earlier stage of this 
essay. To speak of Hawthorne, as M. Emile Moxitegut 
does, as a romancier pessimwte^ seems to me very much 
beside the mark. Bfe is no more a pessimist than an 
optimist, though he is certainly not much of eithex% He 
does not pretend to conclude, or to have a philosophy 
of human nature ; indeed, I should even say that at hot-, 
tom he does^not take human natux’e as hard as he may 
to do* bitterness/’ says M. Montegut, *^is, 
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witliottfe' abatements, and hm bad opiaion of man is. witb . 
blit compeasation.' . . . ♦ liis little tales bave tiie air of 
confessions which, the soul makes to itself ; they are 
BO many little slaps which the author applies to oiir 
faceb’ This, it seems to me, is to exaggerate almost 
immeasurably the reach of Hawthorne’s relish of 
gloomy subjects. What pleased him in )Sach subjects 
was their pictiiresqueness, their rich dtiskiness of colour, 
their chiaroscuro; but they were not the expression 
of a hopeless, or even of a predominantly melancholy, 
feeling about the human soul. Such at least is my own 
impression. He is to a considerable degi'ce ironical — 
this is part, of his charm— part even, one may say, of 
his brightness ; but he is neither bitter nor cynical — lie 
is rarely even what I should call tragical. There have 
certainly been story-tellers of a gayer and lighter spirit ; 
there have been observers more humorous, more hilarious 
— though on the whole Hawthorne’s observation has a 
smile in it oftener than may at first appear ; but there 
has rarely been an observer more serene, less agitated 
by what he sees and less disposed to call things deeply 
into question. As I have already intimated, his Note- 
Books are full of this simple and almost childlike serenity. 
That dusky pre-occupation with the misery of , human 
life and the wickedness of the human heart which such 
a critic as M. Emile Montegiit talks about, is totally 
absent from them ; and if we may suppose a person to have 
read these Diaries before looking into the tales, we may 
be sure that such a reader would be greatly surprised to 
, hear the author described as a disappointed, disdainful 
genius. *^TMs marked love of cases of conscience/^ 
says M. Mont%ut, this taciturn, scornful cast of 
mind, this habit of seeing sin everywhere and hell 
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always gaping open, thm dusky gaze-bent always upon 
a damned ■ world and 'a nature draped in' mourning,’’ 
these lonely conversations of the ' imagination with the - ’ 
conscience, this pitiless analysis resulting from a per- 
petual examination of one’s self, and from the tortures 
of a heart closed before men and open to Ood— all 
these 'elements of the Puritan character have passed 
into Mr. Hawthorne, or to speak more justly, have 
JiUered into him, through a long succession of genera- 
tions.” This is a %-ery pretty and very vivid account of 
Hawthorne, superficially considered ; and it is just such 
a view of the case as would commend itself most easily 
and most Batui’ally to a hasty critic. Jt is ’all true In- 
deed, with a difference; Hawthorne was all that M. 
Montcgnt says, mimis the conviction. The old Puritan 
moral sense, the consciousness of sin and hell, of the 
.fearful nature of our responsibilities and the savage 
character of our Taskmaster— these things had been 
lodged in the mind of a man of Fancy, whose fancy 
had straightway begun to take liberties and play tricks 
with them— to judge them (Heaven forgive him I) from 
the poetic and cesthetie point of view, the point of view 
of entertainment and irony. This absence of convic- 
tion makes the difference ; but the difference is great. 

Hawthorne was a man of fancy, and I suppose that 
in speaking of him it is inevitable that we should feel 
ourselves confronted with the familiar problem of the 
difference between the fancy and the imagination. Of 
the larger and more potent faculty he certainly pos- 
^..sessed^a liberal share; no one can read The House of 
the Seven Qahles without feeling it to be a deeply imagi- 
native work But I am often kraek, especially in the 
tales, of which I am now chiefly speaking, with 



a kind of , sisiail , | ingoB-'nltyj is* tasto 
aiialogioSj wMck boars moro partlciilaj 
tlie fanciful stamp. Tbe finer of tlie 
redolent of a rich imagination. _ . 

*'Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in 
dreamed a wild dream of witcli-ineeting 

will'; bnt, alas, it was a dream cf 

Goodman Brown I a stern, a i 
trnstful, if not a desperate, 
nigbt of tliat fearful dream. 

congregation were singing a ^ 

because an anthem of sin rushed loudly upon 
drowned all the blessed strain. 
from the pulpit, with pow 
. his hand on the open 
and of saint-L- 
bliss or misery 
pale, dreading 
.'.gyay.'l 


the forest and only 
Be it so, if you 
of evil omen for young 
sad, a darkly meditative, a dis-* 
man, did he become from the 
On the Sabbath-day, when the 
L holy psalm, he could not listen, 

■ " ' " i his ear and 

.li. When the minister spoke * 
/er and fervid eloquence, and with 
Bible of the sacred truth of our religion, 
■like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future 
unutterable, then did Goodman Brown gro\v 
^ lest the roof should thunder dowm upon the 
g-ay blasphemer and his bearers. Often, awaking suddenly 
at midnight, he shrank from the bosom of Faith; and at 
morning or eventide, when the family knelt down at prayer, 
he scowled and muttered to himself, and gazed sternly at his, 
wife, and turned away. And when he had lived ^^^d 

was borne to his grave a hoary corpse, followed by an 

aged woman, and children, and grandchildren, a goodly pro- 
cession, besides neighbours not a few, they carved no hopeful 
verse upon his tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom;’ 

There is imagination in that, and in many another 
passage that I might quote ; but as a geneml thiiig I 
should characterise the more metaphysical of our authors 
short stories as graceful and felicitous conceits.. They 
seem to me to be qualified in this manner by the very 
fact that they belong to the province of allegory. Haw- 
t^horn©,' in' his metaphysical moods, is. nothing if not ‘ 
‘^liegorioah'and allegory, to my sense, is quite one of the 
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Mgliter exercises o! tlie imagimtion, ; Many excellent 
JiidgeSj I knoW:, have a great stomach 'for it; they 
delight in symbols and’ correspondences, in seeing a story 
toM as if it were anotbex and a very different story* I 
frankly confess that I have as a general thing but little 
enjoyment of it and that it hjis never seemed to me to 
he, as it were, a first-rate literary form. It has produced 
assuredly some first-rate works ; and Hawthorne in his 
’ younger years had been a great reader and devotee of 
Biinyan and Bpimser, the great masters of alIegoi*y, 

' But it is apt to spoil two good things — a story and a 
moral, a meaning and a form ; and the taste for it is 
responsible for a large part of the forcible feeble writing 
that has been inflicted upon the world. The only oa&esi 
in which it is endurable is when it is extremely spon- 
taneous, when the analogy presents itself with eager 
promptitude. When it shows signs of having been 
groped and fumbled for, the needful illusion is of 
course absent and the failure complete. Then the 
machinery alone is visible, and the end to which it 
operates becomes a matter of indifference. There was 
but little literary ciiticism in the United States at the 
time Ilawthorne^s earlier works were published ; but 
among the reviewers Edgar Boe perhaps held the 
scales the highest. He at any rate rattled them 
loudest, and pretended, more than any one else, to 
conduct the weighing-process on scientific principles. 

_ .^pryTetaai'kable was this process of Edgar Poe*s, and 
‘ ‘ very extraordinary were his principles ; but he had the 
advantrige of being a man of genius, and his intelligence 
Was frequently great. His collection of critical sketches 
American writers flouiishing in what M. Taine‘ 
would ,oall his miimi and moment^ is very curious and 



interestiBg raadiiig, akd it has one quality winch ought 

to keep it from ever being- completely forgotten. , It is 

probably the most complete and exquisite specimen of 
famtmcmlism eYer prepared for the edification of men. 
Poe’s judgments are pi-etentious, spiteful, vulgar ; but 
they contain a great deal of sense and discrimination 
as well, and here and there, sometimes at frequent 
intervals, we find a phrase of happy insight imbedded 
in a- patch of the most fatuous pedantry. He wrote a 
chapter upon Hawthorne, and spoke of him on the whole 
very kindly ; and his estimate is of sufficient value to 
make it noticeable that he should express livdly disap- 
proval of the large part allotted to allegory in his tales 
—in defence of which, he says, “ however, or for what- 
ever object employed, there is scarcely one respectable 
word to be said, .... The deepest emotion,” he goes 
on, “ aroused within us by the happiest allegory as 
allegory, is a very, scry imperfectly satisfied, sense of 
the writer’s ingenuity in overcoming a difficulty we 
should have preferred Ms not having attempted to 
overcome. , . . One thing is clear, that if allegory 
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mcoTtgtUQViSf as if tli.e kernel. liad -Bot' assimilated its 
citivelope. ^ Biitt'liese are matters'- of Hglit, impression^ 
and tliero would bo a want of 'tact in pi’etending to 
discriminate too closoly among things wMcli all, in one 
way or another, hare a charm., The charm— the great 
cliJiriii— is that they are glimpses of a great field, of 
the whole de<,‘p mystery of manhs soul and conscience, 
’'’llieyare moralemd their interest is moral ; they deal with 
something more than the mere accidents and convention- 
alities, the surface occurrences of life. The fine thing 
in Ifarndhorne is that he cared lor the deeper psychology^ 
and that, in his way, he tried to become familiar with it. 
This natural, jet fanciful familiarity with it, this air, 
cm the anthor^s part, of being a confirmed kahUtd of a 
^ region of mysterms and subtleties, constitutes the origi- 
nality of his talc3S. And then they have the further 
.merit of seeming, foiMvhat they are, to^.spjfing up so 
freely and lightly. The author has all the case, in- 
deed, of a regular dweller in the moral, psycdiologiea! 
realm'; he goes to and fro in it; as, a man whoknow’s his 
way. Ills teead is a light and modest, one, but he keeps 
the key in Ins pocket. 

Bis little historical stories all seem to me admirable ; 
they are so good that you may re-read them many times. 
They are not numerous, and they are very short ; but 
they are full of a vivid and delightful sense of the Hew 
England past ; they hawe, moreover, the distinction, 

‘ little tales of a dozen and fifteen pages as they are, of 
being the only successful attempts at historical fiction 
that have been made in the United States. Hawthorne 
, was at. home in the early Hew England history ; he had 
. thhiabed its records and he had breathed its air, in what- 
'■< ever odd receptacles this somewhat pungent compound 



m ' „ '.-HAWTHOEm [cBfAK 

still liirkei Ha was- fond of it, and he wag proud of 
it, m any Hew Englander must be, measuring the part 
of that handful of half-starved fanatics who form,ed his 
earliest preciirsors, in laying the foundations of a mighty 
empire. Hungry for the picturesque as he always was, and 
not iinding any very copious provision of it around him, 
he turned hack into the two preceding centuries, with 
the earnest determination that the primiti^^e annals of 
I'lassachusetts should at least appear picturesque. His 
fancy, which was always alive, played a little with the 
somewhat meagre and angular facts of the colonial period 
and forthwith converted a great many of them into im- 
pressive legends and pictures. There is a little infusion 
of colour, a little vagueness about certain details, but it 
is very gracefully and discreetly done, and realities ai'e 
kept in view sufficiently to make us feel that if we are 
reading romance, it is romance that rather supplements 
than contradicts history. The early annals of Hew 
England were not ferbile in legend, but Hawthorne laid 
his hands upon everything that wmuld serve his purpose, 
and in two or three cases Ms version of the story has a 
great deal of beauty. The Grey Ckam]non is a sketch of 
less than eight pages, but the little hgiires stand up in 
the tale as stoutly, at the least, as if they were propped 
up on half-a-dozen chaptei'S by a dryer annalist, and the 
whole thing has the merit of those cabinet pictures in 
which the artist has been able to make Ms persons look 
the size of life. Hawthorne, to say it again, was not in 
the least a realist — he was not to my mind enough of 
one ; but there is no genuine lover of the good city of 
Boston but will feel grateful to Mm for his courage in 
attempting to recount the traditions of Washington 
Street, the main thoroughfare of the Puritan capital. 
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The four legends of the Froirmm''' 'House are certain 
sliitdowy stories wMch lie professes 'to iiava gathered in 
an ancient tavern lurking behind the modern shop^fronts 
or this part, of the city. The Province House disap- 
peared some years agOj but while it stood it was pointed 
to as the residence of the Boval Governors of Massa- 
chusetts before the Bevolution. I have no recollection 
of it, but it cannot have been, even from Hawthorne’s 
account of it, which is as pictorial as he ventures^ to 
make it, a very imposing piece of antiquity* The 
■writer s charming touch, however, throws a rich brown 
tone over its rather shallow venerableness ; and we are 
beguiled into believing, for instance, at the close of 
'Howds Masquerade (q. story of a strange occurrence at an 
entertainment given by Sir "William Howe, the last of 
the Eoyal Governors, during the siege of Boston by 
Washington), that '' superstition, among other legends 
of this mansion, repeats the wondrous tale that on the 
anniversary night of Britain’s discomfi.tu.re the ghosts of 
the ancient governors of Massachusetts still glide throiigh 
the Province House. And last of all comes a figiue 
shrouded in a military cloak, tossing his clenched hands 
into the air and stamping his iron-shod boots upon the 
freestone steps, with a semblance of feverish despair, 
but without the sound of a foot-tramp.” Hawthoime 
had, as regards the two earlier centuries of Hew England 
life, that faculty which is called now-a-days the historic 
consciousness. He never sought to exhibit it on a large 
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King Georgia’s representatives in liis long lojal but 
final alienated colony, 

I iiave said that Hawtboriie bad become engaged in 
about bis tbirfcy-fiCtb year; but be. was not maiTied 
tintil 1842, Before this event took place be passed 
tbrongli two episodes wbicli (putting his falling in love 
aside) were much the most important things that bad 
yet* happened to him. They interrupted the painful 
monotony of his lifo, and brought the aifairs of men 
v/itliin his personal experience. One of these was more- 
over in itself a curious and interesting chapter of ob- 
servation, and it fructified, in Hawthorne’s memory, 
in one of ids best productions. IIow urgently be needed 
at ibis time to be drawn wdthin the circle of social acci- 
dents, a little anecdote related by Mr. Lathrop in connec- 
tion with his first acquaintance with the young lady ho 
was to marry, may serve as an example. This young 
lady became known to him through her sister, who had 
fu’st approached him as an admirer of the Ttvice-Tokl 
Talei^ (as to the authorship of which she had been bo 
much in the dark as to have attributed it first, eon- 
jeeturally, to one of tho two Miss Ilathornes) ; and the 
two ]\Iiss Peabody s, desiring to see more of the charming 
wiiter, caused him to be invited to a species of conmr- 
sazions at the house of one of their friends, at which 
they themselves took care to bo punctual. Several other 
ladies, however, were as punctual as they, and Hawthorne 
pi'esently arriving, aiid seeing a bevy of admirets wbto 
he had expected but three or four, fell into a state of 
agitation, which is vividly described by bis biographer. 
He stood perfectly motionless, but with the look of a 
Sylvan creature on the point of fieeing awajr . 'He 
yrm stHbken with dismay ; bis face lost colouor and tuck. 
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<m a mriii palenasK * * . . Ilk agitation- was very great; 

' 'Ee' stood by a' table and, taking' up some ssiali' object 
' tliat lay upon it, be found bis band trembling so that b© 
was obliged to lay it down/' It \vb.s deskable, certainly, 
tliat soinetbiiig sboiild occur to break the spell of a dilll- 
dence that might Justly be called morbid. There is 
another little sentence dropped by Mr. Latbrop in rebs,- 
tion to this period of Hawthorne’s life, wdiich appearvS to 
me worth quoting, though I am by no means sure that 
it will seem so to the reader. It has a very simple and 
Innocent air, but to a ]persoii not without an impression 
of' the early days of culture" in New England, ’it will 
be pregnant with historic meaning. The eldex* Miss 
Peabody, w^ho afterwards was Hawthorne’s ■ sister-in- 
law and who acquired later in life a very honourable 
American fame as a wmrnan of benevolence, of learning, 
and of literary accomplishment, had invited the Miss 
Hathornes to come to her house for the eveiiing, and 
, to bring with them their brother, whom she wished to 
thank for his beautiful tales. Entirely to her sur- 
prise/' says Mr. Lathrop, completing thereby his picture 
of the attitude of this remarkable family toward society 
— entirely to her surprise they came. She herself 
opened the door, and there, before her, betw'een his 
sisters, stood a splendidly handsome youth, tall and 
stroixg, with no appearance whatever of timidity, but 
instead, an almost fierce determination making his face 
stern. This was his resource for carrying off the ex- 
treme inward tremor which he reMly felt. His hostess 
bi'ought out Flaxman’s designs for Dante, Just received 
froha Professor Felton, of Harvard, and the party 
made an evening's entertainment out of them.” This 
last sentence is the one I allude to ; and were it not for 
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fear of appearing 'too fanciful I slioiiH say tliat these 
few words were, 'to' the initiated mind, an nnconscioiis 
expression of the lonely frigidity which cha4*acterised 
most attempts at social recreation in the New England 
world some forty years ago. There was at that time a 
great desire for culture^ a great intex'est in knowledge, 
in art, in axsthetics, together with a very scanty supply 
of the materials for such pui^suits. Small things were 
made to do lai-ge service ; and there is something 
even touching in the solemnity of -consideration that 
was bestowed by the emancipated New England con- 
science upon little wandering books and prints, little 
echoes and rumours of observation and experience. 
There flourished at that time in Boston a very remark- 
able and interesting woman, of whom we shall have 
more to say, Miss Margaret Fuller by name. This lady 
was the apostle of culture, of intellectual ciuiosity, and 
in the |xeculiarly interesting account of her life, published 
in 1852 by Emerson and two other of her friends, there 
are pages of her letters and diaries which narrate her 
visits to the Boston Athenjeum and the emotions aroused 
in her mind by turning over portfolios of engravings. 
These emotions were ardent and passionate — could 
hardly have b83n more so had she been prostrate with 
contemplation in the Sistine Chapel or in one of the 
chambers of the Pitti Palace. The only analogy I can 
recall to this earnestness o£ interest in great works of 
art at a distance from them, is furnished by the great 
Ooethe’s elaborate study of plaster-casts and pencil- 
drawings at Weimar, I mention Margaret Fuller 
here because a glimpse of hei* state of mind — hei" 
vivacity of desire and poverty of knowdedge —helps to 
define the situation. The situation lives for a moment 
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' ia those few ■words ,of Mr. Latbrop’s.; , TJbe initiated 
iiiind, as I have ventiirecl to call it/ 'has a, vision of a 
little mmdoniecl paiioiirj with the snow-drifts of a 'Mas- 
saciriisetts winter piled- up about its windows, and a 
group of seiisiti've and serious people, modest vo'taries 
of opportunity, tixiiig their eyes upon a bookful of 
Fiaxman's attonaated outlines. 

At the beginning of the year 1839 he received, through 
political interest, an appointment as weigher and gauger 
ill the Boston Custom-house. Mr, Van Buren then oceu- 
p>icd the PresklencVj and it appears that the Democratic 
party, whose successful candidate he had been, rather' 
took credit for the patronage it had bestowed upon 
literary men. Hawtlioime ivas a Democrat, and appa- 
rently a zealous one ; even in later year's, after the 
Whigs had vivified their principles by the adoption of 
the Republican platform, and by taking up an honest 
attitude on the question of slavery, his political faith 
never wavered. His Democratic sympathies were 'emi- 
nently natural, and there would have been an incongruity 
in his belonging to the other party. He was not only 
by conviction, but personally and by association, a 
Democrat 'When in later years he found himself in 
contact with European civilisation, he appears to have 
become conscious of a good deal of latent radicalism in 
his disposition ; he was oppressed wuth the burden of 
antiquity in Europe, and he found himself sighing for 
lightness and freshness and facility of change. But 
these things are relative to the point of view, and in 
his own country Hawthorne cast his lot with the party 
of conservatism, the party opposed to change and 
freshness. The people who found something musty and 
mouldy in his literary productions would have regarded 
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tHs quite as, a matter of course ; but we are not obliged 
to use invidious epitbets in describing bis political 
preferences* The sentiment that attached bim to the 
Democracy was a subtle and honourable one, and tlie 
author of m attempt to sketch a portrait of him^ 
should be the last to complain of this adjustment of his 
sympathies. It falls much more smoothly into his 
reader’s conception of him than any other would do; 
and if he had had the perversity to be a Eepublican, I 
am afraid our ingenuity would have been considerably 
taxed in devising a proper explanation of the cireum-' 
stance. At any rate, the Democrats gave him a small 
post in the Boston Customdiouse, to which an annual 
salary of $1,200 was attached, and Hawthorne appears 
at first to have joyously welcomed the gift. The duties 
of the office were not very congruous to the genius of a 
man of fancy ; but it had the advantage that it broke 
the spell of his cursed solitude, as he called it, drew 
him away from Balem, and threw Mm, comparatively 
speaking, into the world. The first volume of the 
American Hote-Books contains some extracts from 
letters written during his tenure of this modest office, 
which indicate sufficiently that his occupations cannot 
have been intrinsically gratifying, 

have been measuring coal all day,” he writes, during 
the winter of 1840, board of a black little British 
schooner, in a dismal dock at the north end of the city. 
Most of the time I paced the deck to keep myself warin.j 
for the wind (north-east, I believe) blew up through tho dock 
as if it had been the pipe of a pair of bellows. The vessel 
lying deep between two wharves, there was no more delight- 
fjfi prospect, on the right hand and on the than the posts 
and timbers, lialf immersed in the water and covered moth 
which- the: rising, and falling of successive tides h%d: . 
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left, upon tlieiOj so tliafc tliey looked. 'like'' toinjeiise icicles. 
Across tlie watcr^ however,' .Bot. more -tlmii half a laile of , 
appeared the Braiker’s 'Bill Moanment,. and wlmfc interested 
me considerably more, a' cliurcli-steeple^- with the dial. of. a', 
('lock npon it, whereby I \cas ' enabled to measure the march 
of the weary hours. Sometimes' I descended into t!ie dirty 
iitllo cabin of the schooner, and warmed myself by a red-hot 
stove, aiox)r]g biscuit- barrels, pots and kettles, sea-chests, and 
iimmueratdo lumber of all sorts— my olfactories meanwhile 
being greatly refreshed with the odour of a pipe, which the 
captain, or some orie of bis crew, was smoking. But at last 
came the suiisGt, with delicate clouds, and a purple light upon 
the iBlancls ; and 1 blessed it, because it "was the signal of my 
release.’* ' 

A worse man than Hawthorne would have measured 
coal quite as well, and of all the dismal tasks to which 
an tinremunerated imagination has ever had to accom- 
modate itself, I remember none more sordid than the 
business depicted in the foregoing lines, I pray,'** he 
writes some weeks later, “ that in one year more I may 
ilnd some 'way of escaping from this unblest Custom- 
house ; for it is a very grievous thraldom. I do detest 
all oOices j all, at least, that are held on a political 
tenure, and I want nothing to do with politicians. 
Their hearts wither away and die out of their bodies. 
Their consciences are turned to india-rubber, or to some 
substance as black as that and ■which will stretch as 
much. One thing, if no more, I have gained by my 
Oustom-hoiise experience — to know a politician. It is 
a knowdedge which no previous thought or power of 
sympathy could have taxmht me : because the animal, 
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licmse that makes sucli ha¥oe with my wits* for here I am 
again trying to- write -worthily .... yet with a sense as if 
ail the noblest part of man, had been left out of my composi- 
tion, or had decayed out of it since my nature %vas given to 

my own keeping -Never comes any bird of Paradise 

into that dismal region. A salt or even a coal-ship is ten 
miilion times preferable ; for there the sky is above me, and 
the fresh breeze around me, and my thoughts having hardly 
anything to do with my occupation, are as free as air. 
Nevertheless .... it is only once in a while that the image 
and desire of a better and happier life makes rne feel the iron 
of my cliain ; for after all a human spirit may find no insufli- 
ciency of food for it, even in the Custom-house, xiiid with 
such materials as these I do tliink and feel and learn things 
that are worth knowing, and which I slmuld not know unless 
I had learned them there ; so that tlie present position of 
my life shall not be'-qiiite left out of the sum of my real 

existence It is good for me, on many accounts, that 

my life has had this passage in it. I know much more than 
I did a year ago. I have a stronger sense of power to act as 
a man among men. I have gained worldly wisdom, and 
wisdom also that is not altogether of this world. And when 
I quit this earthy career where I am now buried, nothing 
will cling to me that ought to be left behind. Men will not 
perceive, I trust, by my look or the tenor of my thoughts 
and feelings, that I have been a Custom-house officer.” 


He says, writing shortly afterwards, that ^‘‘when I 
shall be free again, I will enjoy all things with the 
fresh simplicity of a child of five years old. I shall 
grow young again, made all over anew. I will go forth 
and stand in a summer shower, and all the worldly dust 
that has collected on me shall be washed away at once, 
and my heai’t will be like a bank of fresh fiowers for 
the weary to rest upon.” 

This forecast of his destiny was sufficiently exact. A 
year later, in April 1841, ha went to take up Ms abode 
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^ in the socialistic commimity of Brook Barm* Here he 
found himself among fields and fidwers and other natural 
products—as well as among many products that could 
not very justly be called natural. ' He was exposed to ^ 
summer showers in plenty ; and his personal associa* 
tions were as difierent as possible from those he had 
encountered in fiscal circles. He made acquaintance 
with Transcendentalism and the Transcendentalists. 


CHAPTEE IV. 


BROOK FARM AND CONCORD. 


The history of the little industrial and intellectual 
association which formed itself at this time in one of 
the suburbs of Boston has not, to my knowledge^ been 
written ; though it is assuredly a curious and interest- 
ing chapter in the domestic annals of New England. 
It would of course be easy to overrate the importance of 
this ingenious .attempt of a few speculative persons to 
improve the outiooh of mankind. The experiment came 
and went very rapidly and quietly, leaving very few 
, tiaces behind it. It became simply a charming personal 
reminiscence for, the small number of amiable aiithu-' 
Blasts who had had a hand in it. There were degrees 
of enthusiasm, and I suppose there %Tere degrees of 
amiability ; but a certain generous brightness of hope 
and freshness of conviction pervaded the whole under- 
taking and rendered it, morally speaking, important to 
an extent of which any heed that the world in general 
ever gave to it is an insufScieiit measure. Of oourse, It 
Would be a great 'mistake to represent the episode of: 

■ Brook Farm directly related to the manners and - 
mOrals .of the Hew England world in general"— and in 
. bo those _ of the prosperous, opulent, comfortable'- 
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part of it. Tke tlilog was tlie experiment of a coterie 
—it was 'uniisufjl, iiiifasMoiiable, nnsnccessfuL It was^ 
as would tlieii have been saidy an amusement of the ^ 
Ti’ansceiidentalists—a liarmless effusion of 1-ladicalism. 
The 1.VaiiscendentaIists were not, after all, very nunier- 
ous ; and the Paidicals were by no means of the vivid 
tinge of ihose of oin: own day. I have said t]iat the 
l>rook Farm comiimnitj loft no traces beliind it that 
tlie world in general can appreciate; I shoiild ratlier 
say that the only trace is a short nov^el, of which the 
principal merits reside in its qualities of difference from 
the affair itself. The Blitliedale Rommice is the main 
result of Erook Farm : but The BUiJmdale Romance was 
very properly never recognised by the Brook Farmers 
as an accurate portrait of theii* little colony, 

Nevertheless, in a society as to which the more 
frequent complaint is that it is monotonous, that it 
lacks variety of incident and of type, the episode, our 
own business Avitli which is simply that it was the cause 
of, IIawthorn6^s ■writing an admirable tale, migl.it bo 
wtdcomed as a picturesque variation. At the same time, 
if "we do not exaggerate its proportions, it may seem 
to contain a fund of illustration as to. that *phase of 
hu-man life with which our author's own history mingled 
itself. The most graceful account of the origin of 
Bi’ook Farm is probably to be found in these words 
of one of the biogiaphex’s of Margaret Fuller: 

^ Boston and its vicinity, several friends, for whose cba- 
' racier Margaret felt the highest honour, were earnestly 
■ consideidng the possibility of making such industrial, ■ 
social, and educational arrangements as would simplify 
economies, combine leisure for study with healthful 
arid, -'honest toil, avert unjust collisions of caste, equalise '■ 
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refinemeBts, awaken generous afiections, diffuse courtesy, 
and sweeten and' sanctify life as a wlaole/^ Tlie reader 
Will parceive tkat' tMs was a libei-al sckeme, and tkat 
if ■ tlie experiment failed, the greater was the pity. The 
writer goes on to say that a gentleman, who after- 
wards distinguished himself in literature (he had hegon 
by being a clergyman), convinced by Ms experience 
in a faithful ministry that the need was urgent for, 
a thorough application of the professed principles of 
Fraternity to actual relations, was about staking his 
all of fortune, reputation, and influence, in an attempt 
to organize a Joint-stock company at Brook Farm.” As 
Margaret Fuller passes for having suggested to Haw- 
thorne the figure of Zenobia in The BlitJmdale Romaneej 
and as she is probably, with one exception, the person 
connected "with the affair who, after Hawthorne, offered 
most of what is called a personality to the world, I may 
venture to quote a few more passages from her Memoirs 
— a curious, in some points of view almost a grotesqxie, 
and yet, on the whole, as I have said, an extremely 
interesting book It was a strange history and a strange 
destiny, that of this brilliant, restless, and unhappy 
woman— %his ardent New Englander, this impassioned 
Yankee, who occupied so large a place in the thoughts, 
the lives, the affections, of an intelligent and apprecia- 
tive society, and yet left behind her nothing but the 
memory of a memory. Her function, her reputation, 
were singular, and not altogether reassuring : she was 
a talker, she was the talker, she was the genius of talk. 
She had a magnificent, though by no means an unmiti- 
gated, egotism; and in some of her utterances it is 
difficult to say whether pride or humility prevails— as 
for instance when she writes that she feels that there 
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h plenty of room in tlie TJniverse faiilts, and as 

if I could not spend time in tHnldng of 'them when so 
many things Interest me more.’*' She has left the same 
soi't of reputation as a great actress. Some of her 
writing has extreme beauty^ almost all of it has a real 
interest, but her value, her activity, her sway (I am 
not sure that one can say her charm), were personal and 
practical. She went to Europe, expanded to new desires 
and interests, and, very poor herself, married an im- 
poverished Italian nobleman. Then, with her husband 
and child, she embarked to return to her own country, 
and was lost at sea in a terrible storm, within sight of 
its coasts. Her tragical death combined with many 
of the elements of her life to convert her memory into 
a sort of legend, so that the people who had known her 
well, grew at last to be envied by later comers. Haw- 
thorne does not appear to have been intimate with her ; 
on the contrary, I find such an entry as this in the 
American Note- Books in 1841 : I was invited to dine 
at Mr. Bancroft's yesterday, with Miss Margaret Fuller ; 
but Providence had given me some business to do ; for 
which I was very thankful I It is true that, Iatei% 
the lady is the subject of one or two allusions of a 
gentler cast. One of them indeed is so pretty as to be 
.worth quoting : — 

After leaving the book at Mr. Emerson’s, I returned 
through the woods, and, entering Sleepy Hollow, I perceived 
a lady reclining near tlie path which bends along its verge. It 
was ilargaret herself. She had been there the whole after- 
noon, meditating or reading, for she had a book in her hand 
with some strange/ title which I did not understand and have 
forgotten. She said that nobody had broken her solitude, 
and was just giving utterance to a theory that no inhabitant 
of Concord ever visited Sleepy- Hollow, when we saw a 
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group o£ people entering tbe sacred precincts. Most of tiiem 
i:Cf flowed a path wliich led tbein away from ns ; bur an old 
stian passed near n's^-and smiled to see Margaret reclmiiig on 
tbc ground and me standing by her side. He made some 
remark upon the beauty of tlie afternoon, and ^vitlidrew 
liiiiKclf into the shadow of the vrood. Then we talked about 
autimni, and about tlie pleasures of being' lost in tlie woods, 
and about the crows, whose voices Margaret had I’leard ; and 
about the expericjices of early cliildliood, wliose influence 
reniainB upon tbe character after tlie recollection of tlieru lias 
passed away ; and a])Out the sight of mountains from a 
distance, and tlse view from their summits ; and about other 
juatiers of high and low philosophy,” 


in 
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Ha,mn c|tialifci6s tlmt made Ha^komie/a Democrat 
in poiitics-— his coiitomplatiT© tmm and; absence of' a 
keen |jcrce|)tioii o! abases^ bis taste_ for old -ideals, and 
liiiieriug paces; and mnffled tones— ‘VTould - operate to 
kc»p liirii'oiit of active sympathy with a woman of the 
so-called progressive type. We may be sure that in 
women his i.astG was eonservativ©. 

It seems odd, as his l>iograplier says, that the' least 
gregarious of men should have been drawn into a 
socialistic community;'' ])ut although it is appai^ent 
that Hawthorne %vent _to Brook Farm without any 
grcMit Transc3Gnd0ntal fervour, yet he had various good" 
reasons for casting his lot in this would-be happy 
family. He was as yet unable to marry, but he natur- 
ally wished to do so as speedily as possible, and there 
was a prospect that Brook Farm would prove an econo- 
raica! residence. And then it is only fair to believe that 
Hawthorne was interested in the experiment, and that 
though he was not a Transcendentalist, an Abolitionist, 
or a Foiirierite, as bis companions were in some degi'ee 
or other likely to be, he was willing, as a generous and 
unoccupied young man, to lend a hand in any reason- 
able scheme for helping people to live together on 
better terms than the common. The Brook Farm 
seliome was, as such things go, a reasonable one ; it was 
devised and carried out by shrewd and sober-minded 
Kew Englanders, who were careful to place economy 
hrst and idealism afterwards, and who were not afflicted 
with a Gallic passion for completeness of theory. There 
were no formulas, doctrines, dogmas ; there was no 
• iiate^ferenc© 'whatever with private life or individual" 
bhfbitSj,. and not the faintest adumbration of a re* 
‘:.;ar^ngement of that difficult businep known as the 
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relatioBS of tite'^setes. .The relations of the sexes 
were neitlier'more nor less than what thej usually are 
in American life, excellent ; and in such particulars the. 
scheme was thorotighly conservatire and irreproaehal)Ie. 
Its liiaiii characteristic Was that -each iiidi vidua! con- 
cerned in it should do a part of the work necessary for 
keeping the whole machine going. He could choose his 
work and he could live as he liked ; it was hoped, hut it 
was by no means demanded, that he ^vould make him- 
self agreeable, like a gentleman invited to a dinner- 
party. Allowing, however, for everything that was a 
concession to worldly traditions and to the laxity of 
man's nature, there must have been in the enterprise a 
good deal of a certain freshness and purit}’* of spirit, 
of a certain noble credulity and faith in the per- 
fectibility of man, which it would have been easier to 
find in Boston in the year 1840, than in London five- 
and-thirty years later* If that was the era of Trans- 
cendentalism, Transcendentalism could only have 
, sprouted in the soil peculiar to the general locality of 
which I speak — the soil of the old Hew En gland 
morality, gently raked and refreshed by an imported 
culture. The Transeendentalists read a great deal of 
Trench and German, made themselves intimate with 
Geoi^ge Sand and Goethe, and many other writers ; 
but the strong and deep Hew England conscience 
accompanied them on all their intellectual excursions, 
and. there never was a so-called movement'' that em- 
bodied itself, on the whole, in fewer eccentricities of 
^ conduct, nr that 'borrowed a smaller licence in prwate • 
>:depb4toeiit. Henry Thoreaii, .a delightful writer, Went * 
todiva in the woods ; but Henry Thoreauwas essehtiaJly ' 
a sylvan personage and would not have been, however 
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tiie fasiiian of liis iimo raigljt Mve'tttmedj a maii_about 
fcowi'i, l^he broiliors ^md sistex’s at Brook Faria ploiigliod 
tlie fields and iiulkcd tlie cows'; but' I- tlimk 'tliat an 
observer from another clime and society would bave 
been Tuuck more struck witli tlieir spirit of conformity 
than with their dmylements. Their ardour was a 
moral ardoui-j and the lightest breath of scandal never 
rested upon them, or upon any phase of Transcen- 
dental ism. 

A biographer of Hawthorne might well regret that his 
hero had not been more mixed up with the reforming 
and free-thinking class, so that he might iind a pretext 
for writing a chapter upon the state of Boston society 
forty years ago. A needful warrant for such regret 
should be, properly, that the biographer’s own .personal 
reminiscenees should stretch back to that period and 
to , the persons who animated it. This would be a 
guarantee of fulness of knowledge and, presumably, of 
kindness of tone. It is difficult to see, indeed, how the 
generation of which Hawthorne has given us, in Blithe- 
dale, a few portraits, should not at this time of day be 
spoken of very tenderly end sympatheticail3% If irony 
enter into the allusion, it slioaid be of the lightest and 
gentlest. Certainly, for a brief and imperfect chronicler 
of these things, a waiter Just touching them as he passes, 
and who has not the advantage of having been a con- 
temporary, there is only one possible tone. Tlie compiler 
of these pages, though his recollections date only from a 
later period, has a inemor}' of a certain number of persons 
who had been intimately connected, as Hawthorne was 
not, with the agitations of that interesting time. Some- 


thing of its interest adhered to them still- 


-sometlling of 


clung to their garments; there was something 
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abo^t them‘wbicli' seamed to say that wlion they were 
yoirag aiKl eiithiisiastfCy they had baeo, initiated into 
moral mysteries, theyhad played at a wonderful game. 
Their osital mark .(it is true I can tliiiik of exceptions) 
was that they seemed excellently good. They appeared 
unstained by the world, unfamiliar with worldly desires 
aiul standards, and with tliose various forms of hnrasai 
depravity wdiieh flourish in some high phases of civilisa- 
tion ; iiKilinod to simple and democratic ways, destitute 
of pretensions and aifectations, of jealousies^ of cjmh 
eisrn, of snobbishness. This little .epoch of fermen- 
tation lias three or four drawbacks for the critic- 
drawbacks, however, that may bo overlooked by a . 
person for whom it has an interest of association. It 
bore, intellectiiallj, the stamp of provincialism ; it was 
, a beginiiing without a fruition, a dawn without a noon; 
aiid it produced, with a single exception, no greiit 
talents. It produced a great deal of writing, but 
(ahvays putting Hawthorne aside, as a contemporary ' 
but not a shiirer) only one writer in whom the world at 
large has interested itself. TliO' situation was summed 
up and transfigured in tlie admirable and exquisite 
Emerson. Ho expressed all that it contained, and a 
good deal more, doubtless, besides ; he was the man 
‘ of' genius of the moment 3 he ivas the TransceUdentalist 
par excellence. Emerson expressed, before all things, 
as was extremely natural at the hour and in the place, 
the , value and importance of the individual, the duty of 
making the most of one’s self, of living by one’s pwn^, ; 
; pi^rsonai light and carrying out one’s own disposition. 

He rejected with . beautiful irony upon the exquisite 
impudence of those institutions which claim to have 
''.appropriated the Truth, and do dole it' out hypi^opor- 
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.yoiiate njoi'scvl's, in excliaiige fiir a .subscription. ■ He 
talked about the beauty and dignity pi life,, and about 
Bvery one who' is bor.n into tbe world being born to tbo 
wboie, having un intero-st and a stake in the w Hole. 
Ibe said “all that is clearly duo to-day is hot to lie^” 
and a great many other things which it would be still 
easier to presont in a ridiculous light. He insisted upon 
sincerity and indepoudonco and spontaneity, upon acting 
in harnionv ^^ith one’s natui'e, .and not confcmiiing and 
compromising for the K.ake of being more comfortable. 
Ho ni-ged that a man should await his call, his finding 
tlie thing to do which he should really believe in doing, 
and not be urged by the world’s opinion to do simply 
the world’s work. “If no call should come for years, 
for centuries, then I know that the want of the Universe 

is the attestation of faith by my abstinence. ... If 

I cannot work, at Iea.st I need not lie.” The doctrine- 
of the supremacy of the individual to himself, of his 
originality and, as regards his own character, u7dque 
quality, must have had a great charm for people living 
in a society in which introspection, thanks to the want 
of other entertainment, played almost the part of a 
social resource. 

In the United States, in those days, there %vere no 
great things to look out at (save forests and rivers) ; 
life was not in the least spectacular ; society was not 
brilliant ; the country was given up to a great material 
’ prosperity, a homely bourgeois activity, a diffusion of 
primary education and the common luxuries. There 
- was therefore, among the cultivated classes, much relish 
for the utterances of a writer who would help one to 
. taka a pictnresrjue view of one’s internal possibilities, 
' ’ , laid 'ta find in the land.soape of the soul all sorts of fine 


[CTIAP, 


,v1 ' 86' , ■ '::' . MAwmomK 

'.j ^ eiittrisQ and idooiillglii eilecfcs. Meantmie, while the 

' doors of tk© - temple stand open, niglit and day, before 

^ ‘ every man, and the^ oracles of this truth cease never, 

'■ it is guarded by one stem condition ; this, namely — it 

■'<: ' is an intuition* It eannot be received at second hand, 

t Truly speaking, it is not instruction but provocation 

; that I can receive from another soul/’ To make one’s 

’ ' Rolf so much more interesting would help to make life 

' , " interesting, and life was probably, to many of this 

b . aspiring congregation, a dream of freedom and fortitude. 

There were faulty parts in the Emersonian philosophy ; 
but the general tone was magnificent ; and I can easily 
believe that, coming when it did and where it did, it 
should have been drunk Jn by a gi'eat many fine moral 
appetites with a sense of intoxication. One envies, even, 
I will not say the illusions, of that keenly sentient 
period, but the convictions and interests — the moral 
pjissioB. One certainly envies the privilege of having 
heard the finest of Emerson’s orations poured forth in 
their early newness. They were the most poetical, the 
most beautiful productions of the American mind, and 
they were thoroughly local and national. They had a 
music and a magic, and when one remembers the re- 
markable charm of the speaker, the beautiful modulation 
of his utterance, one regrets in especial that one might 
not have been present oh a certain occasion which made 
a sensation, an era — ^the delivery of an address to the 
Divinity School of Harvard University, on a' siimihor- 
evening m 1838. In the light, fresh American- airj,nh'- 
thickened and undarkened by customs and institutions 
established, these things, as the phrase is, told. • 
Hawthorne appears, . like Ms own Miles GWerdale, - 
to;have, .arrived At Brook Farm in the midst of. on^ dl'" 
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tl3s.oae April '.snow-storms SvMekj AtJirla'g ‘‘the New Eng-’’- 
land springs occasionally diversify the inaction 'of ^ the^ 

' veimal process, lliles Coverdale, _ in. • TU, ■ Mith&laU 
Mimtinm, is ewclently as mtich Hawthorns as lie is any 
one else in particular. He is indeed not very markedly 
any one, nniess it be the spectator, the observer; his 
chief identity lies in his success in looldng at things 
objectively and spinning unconimunicated fancies about 
them. • This indeed %vas the part that Hawthorne 
played socially in the little community at West Box- 
burg. His biographer describes him as sitting silently, 
hour after hour, in the broad old-fashioned hall of the 
house, %vhere he could listen almost unseen to the chat 
and merriment of the young people, himself almost 
always holding a book before him, but seldom 
turning the loaves.’'* He put his hand to the plough 
and supported himself and the community, as they 
were all supposed to do, by his laboim; but he con- 
tributed little to the hum of voices. Borne of his 
companions, either then or afterwards, took,.! believe, 
rather a gruesome view of his want of articulate ’enthu- 
siasm, and accused him of coming to the place as a sort 
of intellectual vampire, for purely psychological pur- 
poses. He sat in a cornei*, they declared, and wmtehed 
the inmates Avhen they were oli‘ their guard, analysing 
their characters, and dissecting the amiable ardour, the 
magnanimous illusions, which he was too cold-hloodcd 
to share. In so far as this account of Hawthorne’s 
attitude was a complaint, it was a singularly childish 
one. If he wms at Brook Farm without being of it, 
this is a very fortunate circumstance from the point 
of view^ of posterity, %vho would have preserved but a 
slender memory of the affair if our author’s ‘ fine novel 
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liad not kept tie -topic' open* Tlie complaint is indeetl 
almost so imgmtefni'a om m to make us regret that 
the author’s fellow-communists came off so easily. They 
certamiy wouH not haYa done so if the author of 
Mltihik&ie had been more of a satirist. Certainly^- if 
Hawthorne was an observer^ he was a yotj harmless 
one ; and when one thinks of the queer specimens of the 
reforming genus with which he must have been sax'- 
rounded, one almost wishes that, for oiu* entertainment, 
he had given Ms old companions something to complain 
of ill earnest. There is no satii-e whatever in the 
lipmmice; the quality is ■ almost conspicuous' , by its 
absence. Of portraits there are only two ; there is no 
sketching of odd figures — no reproduction of strange 
types of radicaiismi; the human background is* left 
vague. Hawthorne was not a satiiist, and if at Brook 
Farm he was, according to his habit, a good deal of a 
mild sceptic, his scepticism was exercised much more in 
the interest of fancy than in that of reality. 

There must have been something pleasantly bucolic 
and pastoral in the habits of the place during the fine 
'Hew England summer; but we have no retrospective • 
envy of the denizens of Brook Farm in that other season 
which, as Ha'wthoriie somewhere ' says, leaves in those 
'-regions, so large a blank— so melancholy a deathspot 
—in lives so brief that they ought to be all summer- 
timed* '^‘Of a summer night, when the moon was full/* 
says Mr. Lathrop, ‘‘they lit no lamps, but sat grouped 
'in the -light and ‘shadow, while sundrjr of the .younger, 

, men sang_ old ballads, or joined Tom Moore^s' songs to 
\o^mik airs. On ■ other nights ' there would , 'br im' ' 
; original ^ essay or poem xmd aloud, of 'else a play '"of 
' phakspeare, _ with ,the^ parts distributed to different 
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'members ; ' asd these ' amusements some_ into- .. 

resting discxission was likely to take their i^Iace* ■ Ocea- 
slonallyj in' the dramatic seasonj' large delegations from 
the farm would drive into Boston, in carriages and 
' %vaggons, to the opera or the play. Sometimes, too, the 
yoinig women sang as they washed the dishes in the 
llivo ; and ilio. youthful yeomen of the society came 
in and helped them with their work. The men wore 
blouses of a checked or plaided stuff, belted at the 
waist, with a broad collar folding down about the 
throat, and rough straw hats; the women, usually, 
simple calico gowns and hats.’^ All this sounds de- 
lightfully Arcadian and innocent, and it is certain that 
there was something peculiar to the clime and race in 
some of the features of such a life ; in the free, frank, 
and stainless companionship of young men and maidens, 
in the mixture of manual labour and intellectual Eights 
— dish-washing arid aesthetics, wood-chopping and philo- 
sophy. Wordsworth's “ plain living and high thinking 
wei*e made actual. Some passages in Margaret Buller’s 
Joiimais throw plenty of light oh this. (It must be 
premised that she was at Brook Farm as an occasional ’ 
visitor ; not as a labourer in the Hive.) 

All Saturday I was off in the woods. In the evening we 
had a general conversation, opened by me, upon Education, in 
Its largest sense, and on what we can do for ourselves and 
otheri I took my usual ground: — The aim is perfection; 
patience the road. Our lives should be considered as a 
tendency, an approximation only Mr. R. spoke ad- 

mirably on the nature of loyalty. The people showed a good 
deal of the sans-culotte tendency in their manners, throwing ■ 
themselves on the floor, yawning, and going out when they had 
heard enough. Yet as the majority differ with me, to begin 
with — that being the reason this subject was chosen — they 
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showed on the’-wlible' -niore interest and deference than I 
had expected. , 'As I am accustomed to deference, liowevorj, 
and need it ford?i^ boldness and animation wdiicli my part 
requires, I did not speak with as niucli force as usual .... 
S!,iiKkiy.-r-x\ glorious day ; the woods full of perfume ; I was 
out all the mpniing. In the afternoon Mrs. E. and I had a 
talk. 1 said my position wmiild be too uncertain here, as 1 

could not work. said ‘ they w'ould all like to work for 

a person of genius.^ . , . . Yes,’ I told her ; ^ but wlioro 
would be luy repose when they were always to be judging 
whether I was worth it or not ? , . . . Each day you must 
prove yourself anew.’. . . . AYe talked of the principles of 
the community. I said I had not a right to come, because all 
the conlidence I had in it dvas as an eaijyeriment w’-ortli trying, 
and that it was part of the. great wave of inspired thought. 
.... We had .valuable discussion on these points. All 
Monday morning in the woods again. Afternoon, out with 
the drawing party ; I felt the evils of the want of conven- 
tional refinement, in the impudence with which one of tlie 
girls treated me. She has since tliought of it with regret, I 
notice ; and by every day^s observation of me -wil! see that 
she ought not to have done it In the evening a husking in 

the barn .... a most picturesque scene I stayed and 

helped about half an hour, and then took a long walk beneath 
the stars. Wednesday .... In tlie evening a conversation 
on Impulse .... I defended nature, as I alwa^^s do ; — the. 
spirit ascending through, not superseding, nature. But in the 
scale of Sense, Intellect, Spirit, I advocated the ciaims of 
Intellect, because those present were rathei* disposed to post- 
pone them. On the nature of Beauty we had good talk. 

seemed in a much more reverent humour than tlie, other 

night, and enjoyed the large plans of the universe winch 
‘ ivere unrolled .... Saturday. — Well, good-bye, Brook 'S’anh;- 

1 know more- about this place than I did when I came ; but the 
only way to be qualified for a judge of such an experiment 
would be to become an active, though unimpassioned, ass'o- 
lOmte .in trying it- . . .-vThe girl who was 'sd rude 
stood -waiting, with a timid air, to bid me, good-byed^ 
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Tlie young girl in <|ne«tion' eaBnbt’';';ii'aT6 been Haw- 
tboriie’s cbarming Priscilla ;■ nor. yet' •anotlier young 
lady, of a most humble spirit,, .w'hp:, communicated to 
Alargaret’s biogriiphcr.S' her recollections ‘of this X'emark- 
ahlo woiiiaia\s visits to Brook Farm; eoncluding with the 
assurance that ‘‘ after a while she seemed to lose sight 
of my more prominent and disagreeable peculiarities, 
and treated me with affectionate regard/* 

Hawthorne’s farewell to the place appears to hav'e 
been accompanied with some reflections of a cast similar 
to thfuse indicated by Miss Fuller ; in so far at least as 
we may attribute to Hawthorne himself some of the 
observations that he fathers upon Miles Coverdaie. 
His biographer justly quotes two or three sentences 
from .77^c BUtkedale Boniance, as striking the note of the 
author’s feeling about the place. ^^Ho sagacious man,” 
says Coverdaie, will long retain his sagacity if he live 
exclusively among reformers and progi'essive people, 
without periodically returning to the settled system of 
things, to correct himself by a new observation from 
that old standpoint.” And he remarks elsewhere that 
struck me as rather odd that one of the first ques- 
tions raised, after our separation from the greedy, 
struggling, self-seeking world, should relate to the 
possibility of getting the advantage over the outside 
barbarians in their own field of labour. But to tell the 
truth, I very soon became sensible that, as regarded 
society at large, we stood in a position of new hostility 
rather than new brotherhood/* He was doubtless 
oppressed by the sultry heat of society,** as he calls it 
in one of the jottings in the Note-Books. What would 
a man do if he were compelled to live always in the 
pltry heat of society, and could never bathe himself in 
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cool solxtuiet/^. ;'His biographer roktes that on© of tit© 
other Brook ‘Famers, wandering afield one simniier's 
clajj discovered, HawtliOTBe stretched at Ms length upon 
a grassy liill-siclej mth his hat pulled over his face, and 
every appearance, in Ms attitude, o! the desire to escape 
detection. On his asking him whether he had any 
particular reason for this shyness of posture — Too 
much of a party up there I Hawthorne contented him- 
self with replying, with a nod in the direction of the 
Hive. Ho had nevertheless for a time looked for- 
ward to remaining indefinitely in the commimitj ; he 
meant to niarry as soon as possible and bring his wife 
there to live. Some sixty pages of the second volume 
'of the American Hote-Books are occupied %vith extmcts 
from his letters to his future wdfe and from Ms journal 
(which appears however at this time to have been 
only intermittent), consisting almost exclusively of 
descriptions of the simple scenery of the Beigh],>our- 
hood, and of the state of the -woods and fields and 
weather. Hawthorne’s fondness for all the common 
things of nature was deep and constant, and tliere is 
always something charming in his verbal touch, as we 
may call it, when he talks to himself about them. 
‘*Oh,’’,ho breaks out, of an October afternoon, ^Mhe 
beauty of grassy slopes, and the hollow ways of paths 
winding between hills, and the intervals between the 
road and \vood-iots, -where Summer lingers and sits 
down, strewing dandelions of gold and blue asters as 
her pai'ting gifts and memorials ! ” ■ He was but a single 


hummer at Brook Farm j the rest of his residence 'had- 


'.thsO; winter-quality. 

But if h© returned to solitude, it was hencefortii' to, fod'> , 
:m^ the^ French saj^, a solitude d deu&x He "was mamed ip, ■ ’ 
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July 1843, and betook himself immediately to the ancient 
village of Concord, near Boston,: ’wheve he' occupied the 
so-called Manse which has given the title, to one of his 
collections of tales, and upon which this \Tork, in tarn, 
dias conferred a pornianent distinction. I use the epi- 
thets ancient ’’ and ‘^near'' in'the foregoing sentence, 
ac^cording to the American nieasarement of time and 
distance. Concord is some twenty miles from Boston, 
and ev'm to-day, upwards of forty yeai’s after the date 
of Hawthorne's removal thither, it is a very fresh and 
well-preserved looking town. It had already a local 
history when, a hundred years ago, the larger current 
of human affairs downed for a moment arotmd it. 
Concord has the honour of being the first spot in 
which blood w\as slied in the war of the Bevolntion ; 
here occniTed the drst exchange of musket-shots 
between the King's troops and the American insur- 
gents. Here, as Emerson says in the little hymn 
•which he contributed in ISeSG to the dedication of a 
small monument commemorating this circumstance — 

Here once the enibattled farmers stood. 

And fired tlie shot heard round the world.’' 

The liattle was a small one, and the farmers were not 
destined individually to emerge from obscurity ; but 
the memory of these things has kept the reputation of 
Concord green, and it has been watered, moi"eoYer,,so to 
speak, by the life-long presence there of one of the 
most honoured of American men of letters — the. poet 
from whom I just quoted- two lines. Concord is indeed 
.in itself decidedly verdant, and is an excellent specimen 
of a New 'England village of the riper sort. At the time 
of Hawthorne's* ffrst going there it must have been an 
even better specimen than to-day,— more homogeneous, 
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more indigenous,-, more absohitely democratic. J'orty 
years ago the tide of foreign immigration had scarcely 
begnn to break upon the rural strongholds of the 
New lingland race ; it had at most begun to splash 
them with the salt Hibernian spray. It is very possible, 
howe-yer, that at this pei'iod there was not an Irishman 
in. Concord the place would have been a village com- 
munity operating in excellent conditions. Such a 
village community was not the leasst honourable item 
in the sum of New England civilisation. , Its spreading 
elms and plain white houses, its generous summers and 
ponderous winters, its immediate background of pro- 
miscuous field and forest, would have been part of the 
composition. For the rest, there -were the selectmen 
and the town-meetings, the town-schools and the self- 
governing spirit, the rigid morality, the friendly and 
familiar manners, the perfect competence of the little 
^iety to manage its affairs itself. In the delightful 
introduction to the Mosses, .Hawthorne has given an 
account of his dwelling, of his simple occupations and 
recreations, and of some of the eharaeteristic.s of the 
place. The Manse is a large, 'square wooden house, to 
the surface of which— even in the dry New Englannd air, 
so unfriendly to mosses and lichens and weather-stains, 

and the other elements of a picture.sque complexion 

und fifty years of exposure have imparted 
a kind of tone, standing just above tbe slow-flowing 
Concord river, and approached by a short avenue of 
over-arphing trees. It had been the dwelling-place of 
generations of Presbyterian ministers, ancestors of the ' 
celebrated Emerson, who- had. himself spent his early 
manhood and written some of his most beautiful essays 

,, iiere. “He used,” as Hawthorne says, “ to watch the. 
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Assyrian dawn, and Papliian, siinsatj .and moo!3Lid$<5, from 
tBe summit of oar eastern liIlL’* Prom itselerical oecti-' 
pants ili©^ place kid* inherited a -mild 'mnstlnoss , of 
ilieologieal association—a vague reverberation of old 
(Wvittistic sermons, wMcb served to 'deepen its 'ext-ra- 
mimdano and somnolent quality. The three yeai’S that • 
Hawthorne passed here were, I should suppose, among 
the happiest of his life. The future was indeed not in 
any special manner assured ; but the present ivas 
siiiliciently genial. In tlie American Hote-Books there 
is a charming passage (too long to quote) descriptive of 
the entex'tainment the new couple found in renovating 
and re“furnishing the old parsonage, which, at the time 
of their going into it, was given up to ghosts and cob- 
webs. Of the little drawing-room, which had been 
movst completely reclaimed, he -writes that the shade 
of our departed host will never haunt it i for its aspect 
has been as completely changed as the scenery of a 
theatre. Probably the ghost gave one peep into it, 
uttered a groan, and vanished for ever.” This de- 
parted host was a certain Doctor Pipley, a venerable 
scholar, who left behind him a reputation of leaiming 
and sanctity which was reproduced in one of the ladies 
of his family, long the most distinguished woman in the 
little Concord circle. Doctor Eipley*s predecessor had 
been, I believe, the last of the line of the Emerson 
, ministers; — an old gentleman who, in the earlier years of 
his pastorate, stood at the -window of his study (the same 
in which Hawthorne handled a more irresponsible quill) 
watching, with his hands under his long coat-tails, the 
progress of Concord dght. . It is not by any means related, 
however, I should add, that he waited for the conclusion 
to make up his mind which -was the righteous cause. 
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Hiiwtliorm had;; ■■a. little society (as mitchy we may 
iiiferi as ka’ desired); and it was excellent in <|iia!ity. 

Hut the pages^ in the Hote-Book^whicli relate to his life 
at tho l^Ianse, and the introduction to the Biosses^ make 
more of his relations with regetablo natiirey and of his 
custoToaiy eontemplat-ion of the incidents of wood-patli 
an<l way-side, than of the human elements of iho scene ; 
though these also are gracefully toiiehod upon* ’These 
pages treat largely of tho pleasures of a kitehen-garden, 
of the beauty of summer- squashes, and of the mysteries 
of apple raising. With the wholesome aroma of apples 
(as is indeed almost necessarily the case in any realistic 
record of New England rural life) they are especially 
pervaded ; and with many other homely and domestic 
emaufitions : all of which derive a sweetneSxS from tho 
niedium of our author’s colloquial style. Hawthorne - 
was silent with his lips ; but he talked with his pen. 

Tlie tone of his writing is often that of charming talk— 
pngonious, fanciful, slow-Howing, with all the lightness 
of gossip, and none of its vulgarity. In the preface to 
iho tales written' at the Manse he talks of many things, 
raid just touches upon some of the members of his circle 
— especially upon that odd genius, his follow^-villager, 
Hetixy Thoreau. I said a little w^ay back that tho Now 
England Transcendental movement had suffered in the 
estimation of the world at large from not having 
(putting Emerson aside) produced any superior talents, 

But any reference to it would be ungenerous which' 
should omit to pay a tribute in passing to the author of 
M'aidem Whatever question there may be of his talent, 
ithere can be none, I think, of his genius. It* w%s, 

’'SHm. and crooked’ one; but it. was eminently .personal. ■' '■ 
imperfect, unfinished, inartistic; he was worse 
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ihm |mjVii:icmF~l3.eTOs paroeMal; it h piiljat Iiis best 
. that iie is readable* Bill, at bis best be.lias an extreme 
natural ebarm^ and be must always be mentioned after 
tliose Airiericans — Emerson, Hawthorne, Longfellow, 
Lowell, Bfotlej— who haye wwltten originally. He was 
Emerson's independent moral man made flesh — living 
for the ages, and not for Saturday and Sunday; for 
the Universe, and not for Concord. In fact, however, 
rhoreaii lived for Concord very eflectually, and by his 
remarkable genius for the observation of the phenomena 
of woods and streams, of plants and trees, and beasts 
and Ashes, and for flinging a kind of spiritual interest 
over these things, he did more than he perhaps in- 
tended toward consolidating the fame of his accidental 
human sojourn. He "was as shy and ungregarious as 
Hawthorne j but lie and the latter appear to have been 
sociably disposed towards each other, and there are 
some charming touches in the preface to the Mosses in 
regard to the hours they spent in boating together on 
the larg(^ quiet Concord river. Thore.au was a great 
voyager, in a canoe which he had constructed himself, 
and which he eventually made over to Hawthorne, and 
as expert in the use of the paddle as the Bed men who 
had once haunted the same silent stream. The most 
frequent of Hawthorne's companions on these excursions 
appears, however, to have been a local celebrity— as well 
as Thoreau a high Transcendentalist— Mr. Ellery Chan- 
ning, whom I may mention, since he is mentioned very 
explicitly in the preface to the Mosses, and also because 
no account of the little Concord world would be com- 
plete which should omit him,. He was the son of the 
distinguished Unitarian moralist, and, I believe, the 
intimate friend of Thoreau, whom he resembled In 
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iiayliig produced . literary composifcioiis more esteemed 
by tbe few tbaix 'by tbe many. He and Hawtliorne 
were both fisbemen, and tlie two used to set tiiem- 
B(dves afloat in tbe summer afternoons. Strang© and 
liappy times, were tbos©/^ exclaims tbe more distim 
giiisbed of tlie two writers, ^^wbeii we cast aside all 
irksome forms and strait-laced liabitndes, and dcjliveri^d 
ourselves up to tlie free air, to live like tlio Indians or 
any less conventional race, during on© bright semi- 
circle of the sun. Itowing our boat against the current, 
between wide meadows, we turned aside into tbe Assa- 
betb. A more lovely stream than tbis, for a mile above 
its junction with tbe Concord, has never flowed on 
eartb — nowhere indeed except to lave the interioi* 

regions of a poet’s imagination It comes ilowing 

softly through tbe midmost privacy and deepest heart 
of a wood which whispers it to be quiet ; while the 
-stream whispers back again from its sedgy borders, as , 
if river and wood were hushing one another to sleep. 
Yes ; the river sleeps along its course and dreams of 
the sky and the clustering foliage. . . . 'N/’hil© 
Havthorne was looking at these beautiful things, or, 
for that matter, was writing them, he vras well out of 
the way of a cei'tain class of visitants whom he alludes 
to iii one of the closing passages of this long Introduc- 
tion. Hever was a poor little country village infested 
with such a variety of queer, strangely-dressed, oddly- 
behaved mortals, most of whom took upon themselves 
to b© important agents of the world’s destiny, yet were 
simply bores of a very intense character/* These - 
hobgoblins of fiesh and blood,” he says in a preceding 
paragraph, ^^were attracted thither by the wide-^^praad- 
ipg induence of a great original thinker who had 
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earthly abode at ilie opposite extremity of oiir ^ village* 
* . * . “People that had lighted on 'a- new thoiiglit or a 
tlioixght they fancied new,, came ’ to Emerson^ as tlie 
finder of a glittering gem. hastens to' a -lapidary^ to 
ascertain its quality and valne.^^ And Hawtliorno 
enumerates some of the categories of pilgrims ^to the 
sliriiio of the mystic connsellorj who as a general thing 
was probably far from abonncling in their own sense 
{when this sense was perverted), but gave them a duo 
measure of plain practical advice. The "whole passage 
is interesting, and it suggests that little Concord had 
not been ill-treated by the fates — with great original 
thinker at one end of tlio village, an exquisite teller 
of tales at the other, and the rows of Kew England 
elms between. It contains moreover an admirable 
sentence about Hawthorne's pilgrim-haunted neighbour, 
■with %vhoni, being happy/’ as he says, and feeling 
theroforo “as if there were no question to be put/' he 
■was not in metaphysical communion. “It was good 
nevertheless to meet him in the wood-paths, or some- 
times in our avenue, with that pure intellectual gleam 
dii'used about his presence, like the gai'ment of a 
shining one ; and he so €|uiet, so simple, so without 
pretension, encountering each man alive as if expecting 
to receive more than he could impart 1 ” One may with- 
out indiscretion risk the surmise that Hawthorne’s percep- 
tion of the “ shining ” element in his distinguished friend 
was more intense than his friend’s appreciation of -what- 
ever luminous property might reside within the some- 
what dusky envelope of our hero’s identity as a collector 
of “ mosses.” Emerson, as a sort of spiritual sun-wor- 
sMpper, could have attached but a moderate value to 
, Hawthorne’s cat-like faculty of seeing in the dark. 

'' ' ' ■ , H 2 
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As to the daiij-' course of our life/’ the latter writes 
ill the , spring of 1813, I have written with pretty 
comuieiiclable diligence, averaging from two to four 
hours a day ; and the result is seen hi various maga- 
2;iues, I might have -written more if it had SGenied 
worth «while, but I was content to earn only so much 
gold as might .siiflice for our immediate wants, having 
prospect of official station and emolument which would 
do away with the necessity of writing for bread These 
prospects have not yet had their fulfilment ; and we are 
well content to wmit, for an office would inevitably 
remove us from our present hajipy home — at least from 
an outward home ; for thex'8 is an inner one that will 
accompany us wherever we go. Meantime, the maga- 
zine people do not pay their debts ; so that we taste 
some of the inconveniences of poverty. It is an annoy- 
ance, not a tx’ouble,” And he goes on to give some 
account of his usual habits. (The passage is from his , 
Joui*naI,.and the account is given to himself, as it were, 
with that odd, unfamiliar explicitness which marks the 
tone of this record throughout.) Every day I trudge 
through snoiv and slosh to tlio village, look into the 
post-office, and spend an hour at the reading-room ; and 
then return home, generally ivitliout having spoken a 

word to any human being In the way of exer^ 

else I saw and split wood, and physically I was never 
in a better condition than now.” He adds a mention 
of an absence he had lately made. I %vent alone to 
Salem, where I resumed all my bachelor habits for 
nearly a fortnight, leading the same life in which ten 
years of my youth flitted aw^ay like a dream. But how 
. much changed was I! At last I had got hold of a 
■ ‘irealitj which never could be taken from me, It was ^ , , 
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g(.)oil tliiis to get apart from" mj luappiiiess for fclie sake 
of contemplating it,” 

Tims© compositions, wliiok were so nnpnnckially paid 
for, appeared in tlie Bemoaratia Eemm, a periodical 
published at AfasJiiiigton, and having, as our author* s 
biographer says, considerable pretensions to a national 
character.” It is to be regretted that the practice of 
keeping its creditors waiting should, on the part of the 
magazine in question, have been thought compatible 
with these pretensions. The foregoing lines are a de- 
scription of a very monotonous but a very contented 
life, and Mr. Lathrop justly remarks upon the dis- 
sonance of tone of the tales Hawthorne produced under 
these happy circumstances. It is indeed not a little 
of an eanomaiy. The episode of the Manse was one 
of the most agreeable he had known, and yet the 
best of the Houses (though not the greater number of 
them) are singularly dismal compositions. They are 
redolent of M!. Mont%ut’s pessimism. ^^The reality 
of sin, the pervasiveness of evil,” says Mr. Lathrop, 

had been but slightly insisted upon in the earlier 
tales : in this series the idea bursts up like a long- 
buried fire, with earth-shaking strength, and the pits 
of hell seem yawning beneath us.” This is very true 
(allowing for BIr. Lathrop’s rather too emphatic way 
of putting it) ; but the anomaly is, I think, on the 
whole, only superficial. Our writer’s imagination, as 
has been abundantly conceded, was a gloomy one i the 
old Puritan sense of sin, of penal ties- to be paid, of the 
darkness and wickedness of life, had, as I have already 
suggested, passed into it. It had not passed into the 
parts of Hawthorne’s nature corresponding to those 
occupied by the same horrible vision of things in his 
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ancestors i bat' it ' bad ^ sfclil been determined to claim 
tins latter corner /as its own, and since bis lieart and liis, 
happiness were to , escape, it insisted on setting its 
mark upon his genias— upon his most beautiful organ, 
his admirable fancy. It may be said that wiien his 
fancy was strongest and keenest, when it was most 
itself, then the dark Puritan tinge showed in it most 
richly; and there cannot be a better proof that he w'as 
not the man of a sombre part i-j/i'is whom M. Alontegut 
describes, than the fact that these duskiest liowqrs of 
his invi^ailGn sprang straigli • from the soil of his 
happiest days. This surely indicates that there was 
but little direct connection between the products of his 
fancy and the state of his affections. When he was 
lightest at heart, he ‘ was most creative, and when he 
was most creative, the moral picturescpieness of the old 
secret of mankind in general and of the Puritans in 
particular, most , appealed to him — the secret that we 
are really not by any means so good as a well-regulated 
society requires us to appear. It is not too much to 
say, even, that the very condition of production of 
some of these unamiable tales would be that they 
should be superffcial, and, as it were, insincere. The 
magnihcent little romance of Toumj Goodman Brown^ 
for instance, evidently means nothing as regards Haw- 
thorne’s own state of mind, his conviction of human 
depravity and Ms consequent melancholy; for the 
simple reason that if it meant anything, it would 
meaxi too ^ much, Mr. Lathrop speaks of it as a 
terrible and lurid parable;” but this, it seems to 
me, is just what it is not. It is not a parable, but 
, , a picture, which is a very different thing. What does 

make, one would ask, .from the point 
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of ,¥l€iw of Ifawtliorjio’H pessiMtisiEj^ ,of' tlio siBgiila'rly 
objectiv© and tio-preocciipisd ion© 6t ,tha lat'rodcictioQ 
to tJi6 OM in wliicii tli© autiior speaks froBi 

liimself, aud in wliiik the ciy of metaphysical despair 
Is not even hdiitly sounded I 

We have sc?en that when lie went into the village he 
often caiiie lionie without having spoken a "word to a 
Imiimii being. There is a touching entry made a iitth.' 
later^ bearing upon his mild taciturnity. A cdoudy 
veil stretches across the abyss of my nature. I have, 
however, no lovo of secrecy and darkness. I am glad 
-to think that God sees through my heart, and if any 
angel has power to penetrate into it, he is "welcome to 
know everything that is ■ there. Yes, and so may any 
mortal who i.s capable of full sympathy, and therefore 
worthy to e<jmo into my' depths. But he must iind his 
own way there ; I can neither guide nox* enlighten hirn/^ 
It must be acknowdedged, however, that if he wms not 
able to open the gate of conversation, it was sometimes 
because he was disposed to slide the bolt himself. 1 
liad a purx^os©,'' he writes, shortly before the entry last 
ipiotedj. if circumstances %vouId permit, of passing the 
whole term of my wnfe’s absence "without speaking a 
word to any human being. He beguiled these in- 
communicative periods by studying German, in Tieck 
dead Bilrger, without apparently muking much progress ; 
also in reading French, in Yoltahe and Babelais. ^*Just 
now,” he wx'ites, one October noon, I heard a sharp 
tapping at the window of my study, and, looking up 
from mj book (a volume of Rabelais), behold, the head 
of a little bird, %vho seemed to demand admittance.” 
It was a quiet life, of course, in vrhich these diminutive 
moidents seemed noteworthy ; and what is noteworthy 
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Iiera to tlie p|,)sar'rer of Ilawtiiomcys coiitemplativo 
wifBplicifej, is' tie fact 'timt thdiigh lie finds a good deal 
to say about tlie little bird (be devotes several lines 
more to it) be makes no remark upon Babelais. He 
bad other visitors than little birds, however, and their 
demands were also not Babelaisian. Thoreaii comes 
to see him, and they talk '' upon the spiritual advan- 
tages of change of place, and upon the Dial^ and upon 
Mr. Alcott, and other kindred or concatenated subjects/’ 
Mr. Alcott was an arch-transcendentalist, living in 
Concord, and the TJial was a periodical to which the 
illuminated spirits of Boston and its neighbourhood 
used to contiibute. Another visitor comes and talks 
of 3Iargaret Fuller, who, he says, has risen per- , 
cepfcibly into a higher state since their last meeting.’^ 
There is probably a great deal of Concord five-and- 
thirty years ago in that little sentence 1 
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Tiee prospect of ofllcial station and emolument wliicli 
Hawthorne montions in one of those paragraphs from 
his Journals which I have just quoted, as having 
o&ered itself and then passed away, was at last, in the 
event, confirmed by his receiving from the administra- 
tion of President Polk the gift of a place in the Oiistom- 
house of his native town. The office was a modest one, 
and official station” may perhaps appear a magnilo- 
quent formula for the functions sketched in the ad- 
mirable Introductioii to The Scarlet Letter, HaW'thorne’s 
duties were those of Surveyor of the port of Salem, and 
they had a salary attached, which was the important 
part ; as his biographer tells us that he had received 
almost nothing for the contributions to the Democratic 
liemew. He bade farewell to his ex-parsonage and 
"went back to Salem in 1846, and the immediate effect of 
his ameliorated fortune was to make him stop writing. 
Eone of his Journals of the period from his going to 
Balem to 1850 have been published; from which I 
infer that he even ceased to journalise. The Scarlet 
Letter was not written till 1849. In the delightful 
prologue to that work, entitled The CmtomLouBe, he 
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©iTibodies some :o£ .the- inipressions gathered ddriiig tliese 
years of comparatiTe leisure (I say of leisure because lie 
doDs liot liJitimate in tills sketcii of liis occupations that 
his duties were onerous). ' Ho intimates^ Iiowevorj that 
they were not interesting^ and that it was a very 
good thing for him, mentally aiid iiiorally, when his 
term of service expired — or rather when he was removed 
from oOIce by the operation of that wonderful ‘‘ rotatory 
system which his countrymen had invented for the ad- 
ministration of their alfairs. This sketch of the Custom- 
house is, as simple writing, one of the most perfect of 
ila-wtliorne’s compositions, and one of the most gracefully 
and humorously autobiographic. It would be interest- 
ing to examine it in detail, but I prefer to use my space 
for making some remarks upon the work which was the 
ultimate result of this period of Ilawtliorne's residence 
in his native town ; and I shall, for convenience^ sake, 
say directly afterwards what I have to say about the two 
companions of 27ie Scarlet Letter — The House of the S&ven"' 

GiMes and The Blithedale Eoiuance, I quoted some pas- 
s£iges from the prologue to the first of these novels in 
the early pages of this essay. There is another passage, 
however, which bears particularly upon this phase of 
Hawthorne’s career, and which is so happily expressed 
as to make it a pleasure to transcribe it — the passage in 
which he says that for myself, during the whole of my 
Custom-house experience, moonlight and siinshin©, and 
the glow of the fire-light, were just alike in mj regard, 
and neither of them was of one whit more avail than 
the twinkle of a tallow candle. An entire class of 
susceptibilities, ^ and a gift connected with theni**-"Of ‘ / 

no great richness or value, but the best I had-^was 
-“gone from tmT He goes on to say that he, believes that"’ : 



T.] THE TIIEEE AMEKIOAH KOFELS. ' 107 

lie might imve done fsometliliig if lie <jouM haire made, up 
Ms inirxcl to coiiYort tlie Very substasae of- tbe common- 
place that stirrouaded biui into matter of iiterature. 

I iiilght, fur iiistaneo, have contented myself with 
writing out tlie narmtivos of a veteran shipmaster, one of Ihe. 
inspeuturs, whom I sliuuld bo most ungrateful not to mention ; 
since scarcely a day passed that he did not stir me to laughter 

and admiration })y his marvellous gift as a story-teller 

Or I might readily have found a more serious task It was a 
follyj with tiie malerisility of this daily life pressing so 
intri,jsivcl,y upon me, to attenspt to iling myself back into 
iiuolherage: or to insist on creating a semblance of a world 

out of fdry matter Tire wiser effort would have been, 

to diffuse thought and imagination through the opaque sub- 
stance of to-day, and thus make it a bright transparency 
.... to seek resolutely the true and indcstractil)lo value 
that lay hiilden in the potty and wearisome incidents and 
m'dinary ciiaractors witii winch I was now conversant. The 
fault was uiine. The page of life that was vspnjad oitt before 
me was dull and coiniuonplace, only because I had not 
fathomed its deeper import. A better book than I sha,!! ever 

write was there These perceptions came too late, 

. . . I had ceased to be a writer of tolerably poor tales and 
essaj^s, and had become a tolerably good Surveyor of the 
Custouis. That was all. Hut, nevertheless, it is anything 
but agreeable to bo haunted by a suspicion that on(3’s intellect 
is dwiBdling.,away, or exhaling, without your consciousness, 
like ether out of phial ; so that at every glance you hud a 
smaller and less volatile residuum.’^ 

As, however, it was with what was left of his intellect 
after three years* evaporation, that Hawthorne wrote 
T/ie Scarlet Letter, there is little reason to complain of 
the injury he suffered in his Burveyorsbip. 

His publisher, Mr. Fields, in a volume entitled 
Yesterdays with Authors, has related the circumstances in 
which Hawthorne s masterpiece came into the world. 
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“In the winter of 1849, after he had been ejected from 
the Cusfcom-honse, I went down to Stileni to^ see him 
and inquire after his health, for we heard he had been 
suffering from illness. He was then living in a modest 
wooden house. ... I found him alone in a chamber 
over the sitting-room of the dwelling, and as the day 
was cold he was hovering near a stove. TVe fell into 
talk about his future prospects, and he was, as I feared 
I should find him, in a very desponding mood.” His 
vi.sitor urged him to bethink himself of publishing 
something, and Hawthorne replied by calling his atten- 
tion to the small popularity his published productions 
had yet acquired, and declaring that he had done 
nothing and had no spirit for doing anything. The 
narrator of the incident urged upon him the necessity 
of a more hopeful view of his situation, and proceeded 
to take leave. He had not reached the street, however, 
when Hawthorne hurried to overtake him, and, placing 
a roll of MS. in his hand, bade him take it to Boston, 
read it, and pronounce upon it. “ It is either very 
good or very bad," said the author; “I don’t know 
which.” “On my way back to Boston,” says Mr. 
Fields, « I read the germ of T/ie Scarlet Letter ; before 
I slept that night I wrote him a note all aglow with 
admiration of the marvellous story he had put into my 
hands, and told him that I would come again to Salem 
the next day and an-ange for its publication. I went on in 
such an amazing state of excitement, when we met again 
in the little house, that he would not believe I was really 
in earnest. He seemed to think I was beside mysself, 
and laughed sadly at my enthusiasm.” Hawthorne, 
however, went on with the book and finished it, but it 
appeared only a year later. His biographer quotes a 
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IB-Ostj titi© _ to famo, Tlio subject bad pro- 

bablj lain a lobg time in bis mind^ as bis subjects we'ie 
apt to do I so that be appears completely to possess itj 
to know it and feel it It is simpler and mo3.*e complete 
tban bis other novels; it achieves^ more perfectly wbat 
it attempts, and it has about it that charm, very I larcl to 
i^xpress, which we find in an artist’s work the first time 
he has toticliod his highest mark— a sort of straightness 
and naturalness of execution, an unconsciousness of his 
public, and freshness of interest in his theme. It was a 
great success, and he immediately found himself famous. 

The writer of these lines, who was a cliild at the time, 
remembers dimly the sensation the book produced, and 
the little shudder with which people alluded to it, as if 
a peculiar horror were mixed with its attractions. Ho 
was too young to read it himself, but its title, upon 
which he fixed his eyes as the book lay upon the table, 
had a mysterious charm. He had a vague belief indeed 
that the letter ” in question was one of the documents 
that come by the post, and it was a source of perpetual 
wonderment to him that it should be of such an un- 
accustomed hue. Of course it was difiieult to explain to 
a child the significance of poor Hester Prynne’s blood- 
coloured A, But the mystery was at last partly 
dispelled by his being taken to see a collection of pic- 
tures (the annual exhibition of the National Academy), 
where he encountered a representation of a pale, hand- 
some woman, in a quaint black dress and a white coif, , ' 
holding between her knees an elfish-looking little girl, 
fantastically dressed and crowned with fiowex’S, ' Em- 
broidered on the woman’s breast was a great crimson A, ' • 
over which the child’s fingers, as she glanced strangely 

^tb,6 pieture, wex’e maliciously playing. I was ^ . • 




told that tills was Hester PrjBBe.'.aiad llttk' Pearly 
tliiit when I grew older I might read- their .interesting 
history* But the picture remained’' Tividij imprinted 
on my mind ; I had been vaguely frightened and made 
uneasy by it ; and wlieiij yeai's afterwards,^ I ^ first 
read the novel, I seemed to myself to have read it 
before, and to bo familiar with its two strange heroines, 
I m'ontioni this incident simply as an indication of the 
degree to whicli tlie snccess of The J^earlet Letter ha<l 
m:ide llie book what is called an actuality. Hawthorne 
himself %vas very modest about it ; he wrote to his pnb- 
iislierj when there was a question of Ms undertaking 
another novel, that what had given the lustory of 
Hester Prjmne its “ vogue ” was simply the introductory 
chaptm*. In fact, the publication of The Scarlet LeMer 
was in the United States a literary event of the first 
im|Jortanee. The book vras the finest piece of imagi- 
native writing yet put forth in the country. There was 
a consciousness of this in the welcome that was given 
It— a satisfaction in the idea of America having pro- 
duced a novel that belonged to literature, and to the 
forefront of it. Something might at last be sent to 
Europe as exquisite in quality as anything that had 



fciXAF. 

for a loEg time ; tlie ■ situation to be represented bad 
clisciosecl itself to him in all its phases. ' Wiieii I sa,y in 
ail its pliaseSj the sentence demands modification ; for 
it is to be remembered that if Hawthorne laid his 
hand upon the well-worn theme, upon the familiar 
combination of the wife, the lorer, and the husband, 
it was after all but to one period of the history 
of these three persons that he attached himself. The 
situation is the situation after the woman's fault has 
been committed, and the current of expiation and re- 
p^entance has set in. In spite of the relation 



v;j , THEIE AaMEEICAir miELS, 113 

\?retciic(! and pitiable cidpiit^ to Hvliom disItOEOiir would 
come ii'.i a cooifort and the .pillory as .a relief^ awrl tiie 
oldeiv kcenefj wih'er mau^ who, to obtain satisfaction 
for tiio wrong be bas snilered, devises 'tbe infernally 
lngerHoii.8 plan of conjoining Mmself witb bis wronger, 
living wiili him, living upon bim, and while be pretends 
to minister to bis hidden ailment and to sympatbise 
with his pain, revels in bis unsuspected knowledge 
of tbe.'e tilings and stlmolates them by malignant arts. 
Tile attitude of Eoger Chilli ngwortb, and the means 
be takes to compensate himself — these are tlie highly 
original elements in the situation that Hawthorne so 
ingeniously treats, None of his works are so impreg- 
nated wdth that after- sense of the old, Puritan eon- 
seioiianess of life to which allusion has so often been 
made. If, as M. Monti%ut says, the qualities of his 
ancestors Jiltered down through generations into his 
'Composition, The Scarlet Letter was, as it were, the 
vessel that gathered up the last of the precious drops. 
And I say this not because the story happens to be of 
so-called historical cast, to be told of the early days 
of Massachusetts and of people in steeple-crowmed hats 
and sad-coloured garments. The historical colouring is 
rather weak than otherwise ; there is little elaboration 
of detail, of the modern realism of research ; and the 
author has made no great point of causing his figures to 
speak the English of their period. Nevertheless, the 
book is full of the moral presence of the race that 
invented Hester’s penance — diluted and complicated 
with other things, but still perfectly recognisable. 
Puritanism, in a word, is there, not only objectively, 
as Haw^thorne tried to place it there, but subjectively 
as well. Not, I mean, in his judgment of his chai^acters, 
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In' any iiarsiiness of prejuflicCj or in tlie obti’iision of a 
moral lesson ; '"biifc in tlie very €|iiality of iiis own vision^ 
in tlie tone of the picture, in a certain coldness and 
exclusiveness of treatment. 

The faults of the ' book are, to my sense, a want of 
reality and an abuse of the fanciful element'™™- of a 
certain superficial ^symbolism. The people strike me 
not as characters, but as representatives, very pic- 
turesquely arranged, of a single state of mind ; and 
tlie interest of the story lies, not in them, but in the 
situation, which is insistently kept before us, with little 
progression, though with a great deal, as I have said, 
of a certain stable valuation ; and to which they, out of 
their reality, contribute little that helps it to live and 
move. I was made to feel this want of reality, this 
O’^er-ingemiity, of I%e Scmlet Letter^ by chancing not 
long since upon a novel which was read fifty years ago 
much more than to-day, but which is still -worth 
reading — the story of Adam Blair ^ by John Gibson 
Lockhart. This interesting and powerful little tale 
has a great deal of analogy with Hawthorne^s novel 
— quite enough, at least, to suggest a comparison be- 
tween them ; and the comparison is a very interesting 
one to make, for it speedily leads us to larger con- 
siderations than simple resemblances and divergences 
of plot. 

Adam Blair, like Arthur Dimmesdale, is a Calvinistic 
minister who becomes the lover of a man-isd woman, is 
overwhelmed -with remorse at his misdeed, and makes 
a public confession of it ; then expiates it by resigning 
Ms pasteal office and- becoming a humble tiller of the 
/soil, .as his father had been. The two stories are of 
‘{^bout the same length, and each ’ is the masterpiece ' 
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(putting aside, of eoiirso, as far ag Lockiiart, is eon- . 
cernedy tlie IJfe qf S'cmU) of the aiithoa% They cleiil 
alike with tlie mivoners of a rigidly'tlieological gociety, ' 
aiit! even in certain details they correspond. In each 
of them, between the guilty pair, there is a charming 
little girl thong'h I hasten to say that Barah Blair 
(who is not the daughter of the heroine btit the legiti- 
mate offspring of the hero, a wddowei*) is far from being 
as brilliaiit aand graceful an apparition as the admirable 
little Pearl of T/ze S'carlei Letter, The main difference 
"between the two tales is the fact 'that in the Anmrican 
story the husband plays an all-important part, and in 
the Scottish plays almost none at all, Adam, Blair is 
the history of the passion, and The Scarlet Letter the 
history of its sequel : but nevertheless, if one has read 
the two boolcs at a short interval, it is impossible to 
avoid confronting them. I confess that a large portion 
of the interest of Adam Blair, to my mind, when once 
I had perceived that it would repeat in a great measure 
the situation of The Scarlet Letter, lay in noting its 
difforenee of tone. It threw into relief the passionless 
quality of Hawthorne’s novel, its element of cold and 
ingenious fantasy, its elaborate imaginative delicacy. 
These things do not precisely constitute a weakness in 
Tim ScarUi Letter ; indeed, in a certain way they con- 
stitute a great strength ; but the absence of a certain 
something w-arm and straightforward,, a trifle more 
grossly human and vulgarly natural, which one finds in 
Adam Blair, will always make Hawthorne’s tale less 
touching to a large number of even very intelligent 
. reader's, than a love-story told with the robust, synthetic 
/pathos- which served Lockhart so' well. His novel is 
■ not , o£ the first rank (I should call it’ an ezcellent 
' I 2 
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isecoiid-mte pne), bat it borrows a cliarui from tiie fact 
that bis vigorous, 'bat not strongly imaginative, mind 
was impregnated with the reality of bis siibjeci He 
did not always succeed in rendering this reality; tbe 
exproKSsion is sometimes awkward and poor. But tbe 
reader feels that Ms vision was clear, and bis feeling 
about tbe matter very strong and rieb. Hawtborne’s 
imagination, on tbe other band, plays with Iiis tbemo 
80 incessantly, leads it sucb a dance through the moon- 
lighted air of bis intellect, that the thing cools off, as 
it were, hardens and stiifens, and, producing etTeets 
much more exquisite, leaves the reader with a sense of 
having bandied a splendid piece of silversmitb^s -work. 
Lockhart, by means much more vulgar, produces at 
moments a greater illusion, and satisfies our inevit- 
able desire for , something, in tbe people in whom it is 
sought to interest us, that shall be. of tbe same pitch 
and the same continuity with ourselves. Above all, 
it is interesting to see bow the same subject appears 
to two men of a thoroughly diffex^ent cast of mind and 
of a difierent race. Lockhart w’as struck with the 
warmth of the subject that offered itself to him, and 
Hawthorne with its coldness ; the one with its glow, 
its sentimental interest — the other with its shadow’', 
its mox'al interest. Lockhart’s stoiy is as decent, as 
severely draped, as The Scarlet Letter ; but the author 
has a more vivid sense than appears to have imposed 
itself upon Hawthorne, of some of the incidents of the' 
situation he describes ; his tempted man and tempting 
woman are more actual and personal ; his heroine in 
especial, though not in the least a delicate or a subtle 
conception, has a sort of credible, visible, palpable pro- 
'party,: a vulgar roundness and relief, which, are 'lacking 
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to tli8 dim and ciiastsiied image of Hester Pryime. 
J.kit I am going too far; I am comparing siinplieitj 
witli subtlety, tb© usual witli tli© refined. Each man 
wrote as bis turn of mind impelled bim, but eacb 
expressed something more than Mmself, Lockhart was 
a dense, substantial Briton, with a taste for the con- 
crete, and Hawthorne was a thin Hew Englander, with 
a miasmatic conscience. 

In The jScarlet Lelier there is a great deal of sym- 
bolism ; there is, I think, too much. It is overdone at 
times, and becomes mechanical ; it ceases to be im- 
pressive, and grazes triviality. The idea of the mystic 
A which the young minister Ends imprinted upon his 
breast and eating into his tlesh, in sympathy with the 
embroidered badge that Hester is condemned to wear, 
appears to me to be a case in point. This suggestion 
should, I think, have been just made and dropped ; to 
insist upon it and return to it, is to exaggerate the 
weak side of the subject. Hawthorne returns to it 
constantly, plays with it, and seems charmed by it; 
until at last the reader feels tempted to declare that his 
enjoyment of it is puerile. In the admirable scene, so 
superbly conceived and beautifully executed, in which 
Mr. Dimmesdal©, in the stillness of the night, in the 
middle of the sleeping town, feels impelled to go and 
stand upon the sca,ffold •where his mistress had formerly 
enacted her dreadful penance, and then, seeing Hester 
pass along the street, from watching at a sick-bed, with 
little Pearl at her side, calls them both to come and 
stand there beside him — in this masterly episode the 
effect is almost spoiled by the introduction of one of 
these superiicial conceits. What leads up to it is very 
fine—sp fips that I cannot do better than quote it 
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m a s|jeoimen of obo of the striking' pages of the 
book. • ' 


But before Air. Birnmesciale had done speaking, a lighi 
gleamed far and -wide, over all the lauhied skv. If. 
donhlless caused by one of those meteors wbieh ilie niglit- 
watdicr may so often observe biiriiing out to in tin 

vacant regions of the atmosphere. So povecrfid was iff; 
radiance that it thoroughly ilhnuinatod the danse luedimn 
of cloud, betwixt tho sky and earth. The great vault 
I'lriglitencd, like the dome of an iinmcnse lamp. It showed 
tho familiar scene of the street with the distinctness of mid- 
dajj hut also with tho awfulness that is always imparted to 
familiar objects by an unaccustomed light. Tlic wooden 
liotises, with their jutting stories and quaint gable-peaks ; tiio 
doorsteps and thresholds^ with the early grass springing up 
about them; the garden-plots, black witii freshly-turned 
earth ; the wheel-track, little worn, and, even in tho market- 
place, margined with green on either side;— all were visible, 
but with a singularity of aspect that seemed to give another 
moral interpretation to the things of this world tiian they had 
over borne before. And there stood the minister, with liis 
liarnl over his heart; and Hester Prynne, with the em- 
broidered letter glimmering on her bosom ; and little Pearl, 
herself a symbol, and the coiHiecting-link between these 
two. They stood in the noon of that strange and solemn 


That is imaginative, impressive, poetic ; but %vh6ii, 
almost immediately afterwards, the author goes on to 
say that the minister looking upward to the zenith, 
beheld there the appearance of an immense letter — the 
letter A — marked out in lines of dull red light/' we 
feel that he goes too far and is in danger of crossing 
the line that separates the sublime from its intimate 
Mghbour* We are tempted to say that this is not 
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iiiomi tragedy;, but pliysical comedy* "'la tbe same way, ■ 
too mmh is made of tiie iatimatioa'that Hester’s badge 
ii:xc! a scordung property, and if one toucbed it 
one would imimdinteljr witlidraw one^s hand. Haw- 
thorne is perpetually looking for images which shall 
place themselves in picturesque correspondence' with 
the spiritual. facts, with ,,w,Mch he is concerned, ..and of 
course the search is of the very essence of poetry. But 
in aucli a process discretion is everything, and when the 
image becomes importunate it is in danger of seeming 
to stand for nothing more serious than itself. When ■ 
Hester meets the minister by appointment in the forest, - 
and sits talking with him while little Pearl wanders 
away and plays by the edge of the brook, the child is- 
represented as at last making her way over to the other 
side of the woodland stream, and disporting herself 
there in a manner which makes her mother feel herself. 

in some indistinct and tantalising maimer, estranged 
from Pearl; as if the child, in her lonely ramble 
through the forest, had strayed out of the sphere in. 
which she and her mother dwelt together, and was now 
vainly seeking to return to it.’’ And Hawthorne devotes 
a chapter to this idea of the child’s having, by putting 
the brook between Hester and herself, established a 
! kind of spiritual gulf, on the verge of which her little 

I fantastic person innocently mocks at her mother’s 

■ sense of bereavement. This conception belongs, one 

■would say, quite to the lighter order of a story-teller’S' 

[ devices, and the reader hardly goes with TIawthorne in , 

: the large development he gives to it. He hardly goes 

with him either, I think, in his extreme predileetion 
for a small number of vague ideas which ai^e repre- 
.sented by such terms as sphere” and ^^sympathies.” ■ ■ 
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Hawtlioriie>mp.kes too liberal a use of tiliese two sob- 
stantiTes ; it is tbe solitary defect of ills style ; and it 
connts as a defect partly because tlie words in question 
are a sort of specialty witk certain writers imuieasur- 
ably inferior to himself. 

I had not meant, however, to expatiate upon his, 
defects, which are of the slenderest and most venial 
kind. 27ie Scarlet Letter has the beauty and harmony 
of all original and complete conceptions, and its weaker 
spots, whatever they are, are not of its essence; they 
are mere light flaws and inequalities of surface. One 
can often return to it ; it supports familiarity and has 
the inexhaustible charm and mystery of great woi’ks of 
art. It is admirably written. Hawthorne afterwards 
polished his style to a still higher degree, but in his 
later productions— it is almost always the case in a 
writer’s later productions — there is a touch of mannerism. 
In The Scarlet Letter there is a high degree of polish, 
and at the same time a charming freshness ; his phrase 
is less conscious of itself. His biographer very justly 
calls attention to the fact that his style was excellent 
from the beginning ; that he appeared to have passed 
through no phase of learning how to write, but was in 
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I hmm spoken of the anomalous, oharaofcer of Ms^ Note- 
Books— of Ms going to such pains ' often to make a‘ 
record of incidents whicli either were not .worth re- 
ni,eaibering or could he easily remembered without its 
aid. But it helps m to understand the Note-Books if 
w© regard them as a literary exercise. They were 
composition Sj as school bo3‘'S say^ in which the subject 
was only the pretext, and the main point was to write 
a certain amount of excellent English. Hawthorne 
must at least have written a great many of these things 
for practice, and he must often have said to himself that 
it was better practice to vrrite about trifles, because it 
was a gresiter tax upon one’s skill to make them inter- 
esting. And his theory was just, for he has almost 
always made his triiies interesting. In his novels his 
art of saying things well is very positively tested, for 
here he treats of those matters among which it is very 
easy for a blundering writer to go %vror]g— the subtleties 
and mysteries of life, the moral and spiritual maze. In 
such a passage as one I have marked for quotation from 
Th Soarlet Letter there is the stamp of the genius of style. 

Hester Prynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyman, felt 
a dreary influence come over her, but wberefoie or whence 
she knew not, unless that lie seemed so remote fi’oni her own 
sphere and utterly beyond her reach. One glance of recog- 
nition slie had imagined must needs pass between them, Biic 
thought of the dim forest with its little dell of solitude, and 
love, and anguish, and the mossy tree-trunk, where, sitting 
hand in hand, they had mingled their sad and passionate tallc 
with the melancholy murmur of the brook. How deeply had 
they known each other then ! And was tills the man ? She 
, hardly knew idin now ! He, moving proudly past, enveloped 
as it were in the rich music, with the procession of majestic 
and venerable fatiiers : he, so unattainable in his worldly 
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positloB, and stili more so In that far vitda in liis 
iiiisympatliising thooghts, throngb wliicli she now 
liiin ! Her spint sank widi the idea that ail iruLst liave keen 
a delnsion, and that vividly as she had dreamed it^ there 
could, be no real bond betwixt tiie clergyman anti herself. 
And thus niiieii of woman tliere was in Hestorj that she 
could scarcely forgave him — least of all now, when Ihe heavy 
£o<,)istop of their approaching fate might bo heard, nearer, 
nearer, nearer I — for being able to witlulraw hintsolf so com- 
pletfdy .from their mutual world, wiiile she groped dfirkiy, 
find stretched forth her cold hands, and found liim not ! ” 

T/ie /louse of the Seven Gables was written at Lenox, 
among the mountains of Massachusetts^ a yillage nest- 
ling, leather loosely, in one of the loveliest corners of 
I^Tew England, to which Hawthorne had betaken himself 
after the success of T/te Scarlet Letter became con- 
spicuous, in the summer of 1850, and where he occupied 
for two years ah uncomfortable little red bouse which is 
now pointed out to the inquiring stianger. The inquiring , 
stranger is now a frequent figure at Lenox, for the 
place has suffered the process of Honisation. It has 
become a prosperous watering-place, or at least (as there 
are no waters), as they say in America, a summer-i'esort. 

It is a brilliant and generous landscape, and thirty years 
ago a man of fancy, desiring to apply himself, might 
have found both inspiration and tranquillity there. 
Hawthorne found so much of both that he wrote mo, re 
dming his two yeai-s of residence at Lenox than at any 
period of his careei'. He began with 2Vie Ilotm of the 
Seven Gables^ which was finished in the early part of 
1851. This is the longest of his three American novels, 
it is the most elaborate, and in the judgment of some 
.. persons it is the, finest. It is a rich, delightful, imagiha’* 
'tive.work, larger and more various than its 'companions^ • . 
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Mid full of ali sorts o! dowp inte.BtidiDSj of .mterwoveii 
threads of siigg(3st3on Ikit it i& not' 'so' rotmded and 
complete as The Tcmict ZeUer^ it Has always seemed to 
me HI ore like a prologue to a great ' noYel than a great 
iioYoi itself* I tliink tMs is partly owing to tlie fact 
that the subject, tiie donnee, as the* French say, of the 
Ktor}-^ does not quite fill it out, aiid that we get at 
the same time an impression of certain complicated 
purposes on the autlior’s part, which seem to reach 
beyom! it. I call it larger and more various than its 
companions, and it has indeed a greater richness of tone 
and density of detail. The colour, so to speak, of The 
Ilo'use of the Seven Gables is admirable* But the story 
has a sort of expansive quality which never wholly 
fructifies, and as I lately laid it down, after reading it 
for the third time, I had a sense of having interested 
myself in a magnificent fragment. Yet the book has a 
great fascination, and of all of those of itvS author’s pro- 
ductions which I have read over while writing this 
sketch, it is perhaps the one that has gained most by 
re-perusal* If it be true of the others that the pure, 
natural quality of the imaginative strain is their great 
merit, this is at least as true of The House of the Seven 
GaUeSy the charm of which is in a peculiar degree of the 
kind that we fail to reduce to its grounds — like that of 
the sweetness of a piece of music, or the softness of fine 
September weather. It is vague, indefinable, ineffable ; 
but it is the sort of thing we must always point to in 
.Justification of the high claim that we make for Haw- 
thorne, In this ease of course its vagueness is a draw- 
back, for it is difficult to point to ethereal beauties ; and 
if the reader whom we have wished to inoculate with 
our admiration inform us after looking a while that he 
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perceives nothing in particular^ we can only reply tlitit* 
In effect,,, the object is a delicate one. 

The Mourn of the Semn Gables comes nearer being a 
picture of contemporary American life than either of 
its companions ; but on this ground it would be a mis- 
take to make a large claim for it. It cannot be too 
often rej^eated that Hawthorne was not a realist. He 
had a high sense of reality — his ISTote-Books super- 
abundantly testify to it ; and fond as he was of Jotting 
down the items that make it up, he never attempted to 
render exactly or closely the actual facts of the society 
that surrounded him. I have said— I began by saying 
— that his pages were full of its spirit, and of a certain 
reflected light that springs from it ; but I was careful 
to add that the reader must look for his local and 
national quality between the lines of his writing and 
in the indirect testimony of his tone, his accent, his 
temper, of Ms very omissions and suppressions. The 
Mouse of the Sereii Gables has, however, more litei'a! 
actuality than the others, and if it were not too fanciful 
an account of it, I should say that it renders, to an 
initiated reader, the impression of a summer afternoon 
in an elm-shadowed l^ew’ England town. It leaves 
upon the mind a vague correspondence to some such 
reminiscence, and in stirring up the association it 
renders it delightful. The comparison is to the honour 
of the New’ England town, wdiich gains in it more than 
it bestows. The shadows of the elms, in The Mouse cf 
the Seven Gables^ are exceptionally dense and cool ; tbe 
summer afternoon is peculiarly still and beautiful ; 
the atmosphere has a delicious warmth, and tbe long 
daylight seems to pause and rest. But the mild pro- 
vincial quality is there, the mixture of shabbiness and 
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frasliiieasj tli.e paucity of ingredients. ' The end of an 
oH race — this is the sitnation that Hawthorne has 
dtpilcfceclj and he has been admirably inspired m the 
choice of the figures in whom, he seeks to interest \is. 
lliey are all figures rather than characters — tliey are all 
pictures rather than persons. But if their reality is 
light anti vague, it is sufficient, and it is in harmony 
with the low relief and dimness of outline of the objects 
that surround them. They are all types, to the author’s 
mind, of something general, of something that is bound 
up %vith the history, at large, of families and individuals, 
and each of them is the centre of a cluster of those in- 
genious and meditative musings, rather melancholy, 
as a general thing, than joyous, which melt into the 
current and texture of the story and give it a ki.r]d 
of moral richness. A grotesque old spinster, simple, 
childish, penniless, veiy humble at heart, but rigidly 
conscious of her pedigree; an amiable bachelor, of an 
epicurean temperament and an enfeebled intellect, who 
has passed twenty years of his life in penal confinement 
for a crime of which he was unjustly pronounced guilty ; 
a sw'eet-natm'ed and bright-faced young girl from tho 
country, a poor relation of those two ancient decrepi- 
tudes, with whose moral mustiness her modern freshness 
and soundness are contrasted ; a young man still more 
modern, holding the latest opinions, who has sought his 
fortune up and down the woxdd, and, though he has not 
found it, takes a genial and enthusiastic view of the 
future : these, with two or three remarkable accessory 
figures, are the persons concerned in the little drama. 
The drama is a small one, but as Hawthorne does not 
put it before us for its own superficial sake, for the 
dry facts of the case, but for something in it which he 
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boldi^ to be symbolic and of large application^ ftometbing 
tlmt points a iBoral -and that it belioves ns to remembei*, 
tke scenes in the rusty wooden bouse wliose gables give 
its name to tbe story, liave sometMng of tlie dignity 
botli of history and of tragedy. Miss Hepbzibali 
PynchBon, dragging out a disappointed life in her 
paternal dwelling, finds hers(‘lf obliged in her old age 
to open a little shop for the sale of ]->enBy toys and 
gingerbread. This is the central incident of the tale, 
and, as Hawthorne relates it, it is an incident of the 
most impressive magnitude and most touching interest. 
Her dishonoured and vague-minded brother is releiiBed 
from prison at the same moment, and returns to the 
ancestral roof to deepen her perplexities. But, on the 
other hand, to alleviate them, and to introduce a breath 
of the air of the outer woidcl into this long unventilated 
interior, ‘the little country cousin also arrives, and 
|)roves the good angel of the feebly distracted household. 
All this episode is exquisite — admirably conceived, and' 

I executed with a kind of humorous tenderness, an equal 

f, sense of everything in it tliat is picturesqiie, toucliing, 
ridiculous, worthy of the highest praise. Heplizibah 
I Pjncheon, with her near-sighted scowl, her rusty 'joints, 

her antique turban, her map of a great temdtory to the 
eastward which ought to have belonged to her family, 
her vain terrors and scruples and resentments, the 
inaptitude and repugnance of an ancient gentlewoman 
to the vulgar little commerce which a cruel fate has 
^ /compelled her to engage in— -Heplizibah Byneheon is a 
^ ■ 'masterly picture, I repeat, that she is a picture, as her* 

companions are pictures ; she is a charming piece of 
^ ,4esoriptive writing, rather than a dramatic exhibition. ' 
But _ she is described, like her companions' too, so 'subtly ' 
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and loving! j tlsat w© outer into laer ■ virginal oH heart 
and stand tvitli her behind hea;* abominaMe little counter. 
Clifford Pync‘lieoii is a still more remarkable conception, 
thougli he !h perhaps not so vividly depicted* It was a 
figure needing a inueh more subtle touch, however, and 
it was of t!io essence of his character to be vogue' and 
Tinemphasised. Kothing can be more charming than 
the manner in which the soft, bright, active presence 
of Plucbe Pyncheon is indicated, or than the aecotmt of 
her relatioiis with the poor dimly sentient kinsman for 
'whom, her light-handed sisterly ofiices, in the evening of 
a medancholy life, are a revelation of lost possibilities 
of happiness. “In her as2">ect/^ Hawthorne says of the 
young girij there w-as a familiar gladness, and a Iioli- 
ness that you could play w-ith, and yet reverence it as 
much as ever. She was like a prayer offered up in the 
homeliest beauty of one’s mother-tongue. Fresh was 
Phmbe, moreover, and airy, and sweet in her apparel ; 
as if nothing that she wore — neither her gown, nor her 
small straw bonnet, nor her little kerchief, any more 
than her snowy stockings — had ever been put on before ; 
or if worn, ■were all the fresher for it, and w-ith a 
fragrance as if they had lain among the rose-buds.’^ 
Of the influence of her maidenly salubrity upon poor 
Clifford, Hawthorne gi%’es the prettiest description, and 
then, breaking off suddenly, renounces the attempt in 
language which, while pleading its inadequacy, conveys 
an exquisite satisfaction to the reader. I quote the 
passage for the sake of its extreme felicity, and of the 
charming image with which it concludes. 

*^But W6 strive in vain to put the idea into w’ords. No 
adequate expression of the beauty and profound pathos with 
which it impresses us is attainable. This being, made only 
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for happiness, '-'and-, lieretofore so miserably failing to ijo' 
|jap|>y.-^|us tendencies so liitieonsly tlnvariec! that some nn- 
'kiiown time ago, the delicate springs of liLs cliar;n?ter, never 
mr^rally or mteHeetiiaily strongs had given way, and he wnis 
now inibcciie— this poor forlorn voyager from tlio Islands of 
the Blest, in ca frail baric, on a tempestuous sea, had l)een 
thing by the last mountain- wave of his shipwreck, into a 
quiet harbour. There, as he lay more than luih: lifelesB on th.e 
strand, the fragrance of an earthly rose-bud had come to his 
nostrils, and, as odours wnll, had sinniuoned up reminiscences 
or visions of all the living and breathing beauty amid which 
he should have had his home. With liis native susceptibility 
of happy influences, he inhales the slight ethereal rapture 
into his soul, and expires 1 ” 


I have not mentioned the personage in Ths Hoim of 
the Seven Gables upon 'whom Hawthorne evidently be- 
stowed most pains, and "whose portrait is the most 
elaborate in the book ; partly because he is, in spite 
of the space he occupies, an accessory figure, and partly 
because, even more than the others, he is what I have 
called a picture rather than a character. J udge Pym 
cheon is an ironical portrait, very richly and broadly 
executed, very sagaciously composed and rendered — the 
portrait of a superb, full-blown hypocrite, a large-based, 
full-nurtured Pharisee, bland, urbane, impressive, dif- 
fusing about him a ‘‘sultry” warmth of benevolence, 
as the author calls it again and again, and basking in 
the noontide of prosperity and the consideration of 
society; but in reality hard, gi'oss, and ignoble. Judge 
Pyncheon is an elaborate piece of description, made up 
of a hundred admirable touches, in which satix'e is 
always winged with fancy, and fancy is linked with a 
deep sense of reality. It is difiicult to say whether 
Hawthoime, followed a’ model in ^ describing Judge'’ 


scribing Judge'. 



v;j Ti® Tliiffil AMElIClISr . 129 . 

Pyiiciieon ; but it is- tolerably obvious ibat tie piotur© is . 

{'Ill Impression — a copious impressioii — of an individuaL 
It ias evicieotly a definite starting-point, in fact* and ■ 
til© autl'ior is able to draw, freely ancV conMently, after 
tlie image establislied in Ms mind. Holgrave* ^ tbe 
modern young man, wlio bas been a Jack- of -all- trades 
md is at tlie period of tbe story a daguerreotypist, is 
an attempt to i^endei" a kind of national type — that of 
the young citizen of tb© United States whose fortune is 
simply in bis lively intelligence, and who stands naked, 
as it were, unbiased and unencumbered alike, in the 
centre of the far-stretcbing level of American life. 

Holgrave is intended as a contrast ; bis lack of tracli- 
'lions, bis democratic stamp, bis condensed experience,' 
are opposed to the desiccated prejudices and exhausted 
vitality of the race of which poor feebly-scowling, rusty- 
jointed Hepiizibab is the most heroic representative. 

It is jjerhaps a pity that Hawthorne should not ha%^e 
'proposed to himself to give the old Pyncheon-qiialities . , 
some embodiment which "would help them to balance 
more fairly with the elastic properties of the young 
daguerreotypist — should not have painted a lusty con- 
servative to match his strenuous radical. As It is, the 
miistiness and mouldiness of the tenants of the House 
of the Seven Gables crumble away rather too easily. 

Evidently, however, what Hawthorne designed to re- 
present was not the struggle between an old society 
and a new, for in this case he would have given the old 
on© a better chance but simply, as I have said, the 
shrinkage and extinction of a family. This appealed 
to his imagination ; and the idea of long perpetuation 
and survival always appears to have filled him with a 
kind of ’ horror and disapproval. ■ Conservative, in a ^ 
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certain degree^ as lie m*as .liimsolf, and fond of retro* 
spect and qnietnde and tine mellowing inlliiences of 
time, it is singular liow often one encounters in IiIh 
writings some expression of mistrust of old houses^ old 
institutions, long lines of descent. He was disposed 
apparently to allow a very moderate measure in these 
respects, and ho condemns ' the dwelling of the Pvn- 
cheons to disappear from the face of the earth because 
it has been standing a couple of hundred years. In 
this lie was an American of Americans ; or rather he 
was more American than many of liis countrymen, who, 
though they are accustomed to work for the short run 
rather than the long, have often a lurking esteem for 
things that show the marks of having lasted. I will 
add that Holgrave is one of the few figures, among 
those which Hawthorne created, with regard to which 
the absence of the realistic mode of treatment is felt as 
a loss. Holgrave is not sharply enough characterised ; 
he lacks features ; he is not an individual, but a type. 
But my last word about this admirable novel must not 
foe a restrictive one. It is a large and generous pro- 
duction, pervaded with that vague hum, that indeHnabie 
echo, of the whole multitudinous life of man, which is 


the real sign of a great work of fiction. 


After the publication of The House of the Seven 
Gables, which brought him great honour, and, I believe, 
a tolerable share of a more ponderable substance, he 
composed a couple of little volumes for children — 
The Wonder-Book, and a small collection of stories 
entitled Tanglewood Tales. They are not among Ms 
most serious literary- titles, but if I may txuist my own 
early impression of them, they are among the must charm- 
ing literary services that have been rendered to children 
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111 a.n'ri<;-e (fvnt! espeeiallj in a eoimfctj) ,m %vki’eli tiie; 
exfMjiioiis o'f tile jiifjiiit laiBii ■ka’re B.meli too' 

palpable an iiifliienco upon literature, ''Ilaivtliorneb'i; 
st;oriei^ oro tlie old Cl reek niytlis, made more vivid to; 
tiie eJiililish iinagiiiatioji by an infusion of details winch 
both deepen and explain their marvels, I have been 
careful n<.d“. to read them over, for I sltould be very 
sorry to risk tlisiurbiiig in any degree a reeolkction of 
them tbat has liceii at I'cst siisco tlse nppreciative period 
ol life to which they are addressed. They seem at that 
period enchanting, and the ideal, of happiness of many 
American children i,s to lie' upon the carpet and lose 
tht'iriselves in 17tc Wof^der-JJool’. It is in its pages that 
they first make the accpiaintance of the heroes and 
lieroine^s of tiie antique mythology, and something 
of the nursery fairy-tale quality of interest which 
Hawthorne imparts to them always remains. 

I have said that Lenox wars a very pretty place, and 
that he was able to work there Hawthorne proved by 
composing The Hovse of the Seven Gahles with a good 
deal of rapidity. But at the close of the year in which 
this novel w'as published he wrote to a friend 
Fields, his publisher,) that to tell you a secret I am 
sick to death of Berkshire, and hate to think of spending 

another winter here The air and climate do not 

agree with my health at all, and for the first time since 
I %vag a boy I have felt languid and dispirited. . . . , 
0 that Providence wmuld build me the merest little 
shanty, and mark me out a rood or two of garden 
ground, near the sea-coast ! ’’ He was at this time for a 
while out of health ; and it is proper to remember that 
though the Massachusetts Berkshire, with its mountains 
and lakes, was chruming during the ardent American 
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sunmer, tkera.was a rerers© to tlie medals consisting 
o! December snom^s prolonged into April and Bfay. 
ProYidence failed to provide liim witli a cottage by tb© 
sea; but be betook bimself for tlie winter of 1852 to 
the little town of AVest Hewtoii, near Boston, wber© li© 
brought into the world The Bhiliedale llonuince. 

This 'work, ’as I have said, would not have been 
written if Hawthorne had not spent a year at Brook 
Farm, and though it is in no sense of the word an 
account of the manners or the inmates of that estab- 
lishment, it will preserve the memory of the ingenious 
community at West Eoxbury for a generation un- 
conscious of other reminders. I hardly know what to 
say about it save that it is very charming ; this vague, 
unanaljtic epithet is the first that comes to one’s pen 
in treating of Hawthorne’s novels, for their extreme 
amenity of form invariably suggests it ; but if on the 
one hand it claims to be uttepd, on the other it frankly 
confesses its inconclusiveness. Perhaps, however, in 
this case, it fills out the measure of appreciation 
more completely than in others, for The BlUhedaU 
Momance is the lightest, the brightest, the liveliest, 
of this company of unhumorous fictions. 

The story is told from a more joyous point of view — 
from a point of view comparatively humox'ous — and a 
number of objects and incidents touched with the light 
of the profane world — the vulgar, many-coloured world 
of actuality, as distinguished from the crepuscular 
realm of the writer s own reveries — are mingled -^vith its 
course. The book indeed is a mixture of elements, 
and it leaves in the memory an impression analogous to 
that of an April day — an alternation of brightness and 
shadoW;, of broken sun-patchas and sprinkling clouds. 
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It'S di'iioariiieni) is tragic%il— -indeed .‘notfe so 
tragical iii 'all Hawtiiorne; unless, it be the ' mnrder of 
Miriam’s persecutor by Bonatello, in Traii^^form-aMoB^ 
as tlio suicide of Zenobia; and yet on tlie wbole tlio 
effecti of tlie novel ia to make one think more agreeably 
of life. The standpoint of the narmtor has the advan- 
tage of being a concrete one ; he is no longer, as in the 
preceding tales, a disembodied spirit, imprisoned in the 
haunted chamber of his own contemplations, but a 
particiihir man, with a certain human grossness. 

Of Miles Coverdale I have already spoken, and of its 
being natural to as.s^iime that in so far as we may .mea- 
sure this lightly indicated identity of bis, It ha.^ a great 


nature, nursing its fancies, and yet, tnanus to an 
element, of strong good sense, not bringing them up to 
be spoiled chiidren ; having little .at stake in life, at any 
given moment, and yet indulging, in imagination, in a 
good many adventures ; a portrait of a man, in a word, 
whose passions are slender, whose imagination is active, 
a.nc! whose happiness lies, not in doing, but in per- 
ceiving ---half a poet, half a critic, and all a spectator. 
He ' is _ ' contrasted, excellently, with the figure of 
Hollingsworth, the heavily treading Keformer, whose 
attitude with regard to the world is that of the hammer 
to the anvil, and who has no patience with his friend s 

■ indifferences and neutralities. Coverdala is a gentle 
sceptic, a mild cynic ; he would agree that life is a little 
worth living-“-or worth living ^ a little 5 but would^ 
remark that, unfortunately, tQ live little enough, we 

■ have to live a great deal. He confesses to a want of 
earnestness, but in reality he is evidently an excellent 
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fellow, to whom one might look, not for any personal 
performance on a great, scale, but for a good deal of 
generosity of detail. “ As Hollingsworth oiree told me 
I lack a purpose,” he writes, at the close of his story. 
" How strange 1 He was ruined, morally, by an over- 
plus of the same ingredient the want of which, I 
occasionally suspect, has rendered my own life all an 
emptiness. I by no means wish to die. Yet were 
there any cause in this whole chaos of human struggle, 
worth a sane man’s dying for, and which my death 
would benefit, then— provided, howermr, the effort did 
not involve an unreasonable amount of trouble— 
methinks I might be bold to offer up my life. If 
E;os.suth, for example, would pitch the battle-field of 
Hungarian rights within an aasy ride of my abode, and 
choose .a mild, sunny morning, after breakfast, for tho 
conflict, Miles Coverdale would gladly be his man, for 
one brave rush upon the levelled bayonets. Further 
than that I should be loth to pledge myself.” 

The finest thing in T/ie BUi/idale Romance, is the cha- 
racter of Zenobia, which I have said elsewhere strikes 
me as the nearest approach that Hawthorne has made 
to the complete creation of a ■perBm%. She is more 
concrete than Hester or Miriam, or Hilda or Phcobe ; 
she is a more definite image, produced by a greater 
multiplicity of touches. It is idle to inquire too closely 
whether Hawthorne had Marfiraret Fuller in his minA 
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tiie luoimeat tho Iraa^fiiiat-ioii takes a band in tbe game, 
the inevitable tendency is to divergence, to following 
wbat iiiaj be called new scents, ■ Tlie original gives 
bints, blit tlie writer does wliat be, likes with tbem, and 
imports new eleiiients into tbe picture. If tbere is tliis 
amount of reason for refeiuing tbe %vaywarcl heroine of 
Bliilietlalo to Hawthorne’s impression of tbe most dis- 
tinguislied woman of her day in Boston, that Margaret 
Fuller was tbe only literary lady of eminence ^vboni 
there is any sign of bis having known, that she was 
proud, passionate, and eloquent, that she was miicb 
connected wdtb the little world of Transcendentalism 
out of -which, the experiment of Brook Farm sprung, 
aB.d that she Iiad a miserable end and a watery grave — 
if these are facts to be noted on one side, I say i on the 
other, the beautiful and sumptuous Zenobia, with her 
rich and picturesque temperament and physical aspects, 
offers many points of divergence from the plain and 
strenuous invalid ^vho represented feminine culture in 
the suburbs of the Hew Fngiand metropolis, this pic- 
tiiresqueness of Zenobia is very happily indicated and 
maintained ; she is a woman, in all the force of the 
term, ‘and there is something very vivid and powerful in 
her large expression of womanly gifts and %veaknesses. 
IMlingsworth is, I think, less successful, though there 
is much reality in the conception of the type to which 
he belongs — the strong-willed, narrow-hearted apostle of 
a special form of redemption for society. I here is 
nothing better in all Hawthorne than the scene 
between hita and Coverdale, when the two men are 
at work together in the held (piling stones on a dyke), 
and he gives it to his comnanion to choose whether he 
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will be'witii’Miii^or agaiiist Mm. Ifeis a pity, peiiiaps, 
to ii.a%*e represented ' Mm as- having begun life as a 
blacksmitli, lor one . grudges him the advantage of so 
' logical a reason for his roughness and hardness. 

Hollingsworth scarcely said a word, unless Wiien re- 
peatedly and pertinaciously addressotl. Then .indeed he 
would glare upon us from the thick slirubl.'jery of his nicdita- 
lions, like a tiger out of a jungle, make the tuiefest reply 
possilde, and betake himself back into tlie solitude of his 
heart and mind .... His heart, I imagine, was never really 
ij'iterestcd in our socialist scheme, hut was for ever busy with 
his strange, and as most people thought, impracticable plan 
for the reformation of criminals tliroiigli an appeal to tlieir 
^ ' higher instincts. Much as I liked Hollingsworth, it cost' me " 
many a groan to tolerate him on this jxhnt. He ought to 
have, commenced his investigation of the subject hj com- 
mitting some huge sin in his proper person, and examining 
the condition of his higher instincts afterwards,” 

The most toucMng element in the novel is the his- 
tory of the .grasp that this barbarous fanatic has laid' 
upon the fastidious - and high-tempered ZenoMa, who^ 
disliking him and shrinking from Mm at a hundred 
points, is diwn into the gulf of Ms omnivorous egotism. 
The portion of the story that strikes me as least felici- 
tous is that which deals with Priscilla and with her 
mjsieiious relation to Zenobia — with her mesmeric 
gifts, her clairvoyance, her identity with the Veiled 
Lady^ her divided, subjection to Hollingsworth and 
. Westervelt, and .her numerous other graceful but fan- 
' tastic prop0rfcie»s — her Sibylline attributes, as the 
author calls them, Hawrthorne is rather too fond of 
; ■'Sibylline attributes— a taste of the same order as Ms 
dis|>ositio% to wMch I have already alluded,’ to talk 
; about spheres and sympathies. As the action, advances^ ' 
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in Tfm BitfMaie Jkmtamc'^ we. get- toc> much out of ■ 
i-eiilityj arid cea-fcie to feel beneath oiir' feet tbe. litni 
groiiiid of an appeal to otir own Tision of tlie world, our 
observation. I slioiild have liked ‘to me the story con- 
cern itself more with the little eoinmnnijty in which its 
i=^arlier scenes are laidj, and avail itself of so excellent an 
opportunity for deseribing tmha-ckneyed specimens of 
human nature. I have already spoken of the abseiice of 
satire in the novel, of its not aiming in the least at 
satire, and of its offering no grounds for complaint a^s 
an iiividionis picture. Indeed the brethren of Brook 
Fam should have, held themselves slighted rather than 
misrepresented, and have regretted that the admirable 
genius who for a while was numbered among them 
should have treated their institution mainly as a perch 
for starting upon on imaginative hight. But when all 
is said about a c<?rtaiii wnnt of substance and cohesion 
in the latter portions of 27ie Miihedale Ro^nance^ the 
book is still a delightful and beautiful one. Zenobia 
and Hollingsworth live in the Memory, and even Pris- 
cilla and Coverdale, who linger there less importunately, 
have a great deal that touches us and that we believe 
in. I said just now^ that Priscilla was infelicitous ; but 
immediately afterwards I open the volume at a page 
in which the author describes some of the out-of-door 
aEmsemeiits at Blithedale, and speaks of ' a foot-race ■ 
across the grass, in which some of the slim young girls 
of the society joined. Priscilla^s peculiar -cliarm in a ■ 
foot race v/as the weakness and irregularity with which 
she ran. Growing up without exercise, except to her ’ 
poor little fingers, she Inid never yet acquired the per- 
^ feet use of her legs. Setting buoyantly forth therefore, ; 
''aS'lf no rival less swdft than Atalanta' could compote 
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with, hm\ slie’mn faltermglj, and oEen tiiBi.1)1e»l on the 
gra:ss. Sucli an inciclent— tliongli it seems too sliglit to 
think of— was a thing' to laugh at^ but which brought 
ilio water into onVs eyes, and lingered In ilia memory 
after far greater joys and sorrows were wept out of it, 
as antiquated trash. Priscilla’s life, as I belield it, was 
full of triiles that affected me in just this way.’’ That 
seems to me exquisite, and the book is full of touches 
:,a:s deep:. and delicate. . 

After writing it, Hawthorne w'ent back to live in 
Concord, whei'e he had bought a small house in which, 
apparently, he expected to spend a large portion of his 
future. This w-as in fact the dwelling in which he 
passed that part of the rest of his days that he spent 
in his owm country. He established himself there 
before going to Europe, in 1853, and he returned to the 
Wayside, as he called his house, on coming back to 
the United States seven years later. Though he actually 
occupied the place no long time, he had nuide it Itis 
property, and it was more his own home than any 
of Ms numerous provisional abodes. I may therefore 
quote a little account of the house which he wu’ot© to a 
distinguished friend, Mr. George Curtis. 

As for niy old house, you will understand it better after 
spending a day or two in it. Before Mr. Alcott took it in 
hand, it was a mean-looking affair, with two peaked gnbles ; 
lio suggestiveness about it, and no venerableness, although 
from the style of its construction it seems to have survived 
beyond its first century. He added a porch in front, and a 
centml peak, and a piajiza at each end, and painted it a rusty 
olive hue, and invested the whole ’with a modest pk't;ures<|m 3 “ 
ness ; all xvhicli improvements, togetlicr with its situation .at 
the foot of a wooded Mil, make it a place that one notices 
and remembers for a few momeixts after passing. Mr. Alcott 
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ivd n guod deui of taste and some money '(to no great 
^e) iii funding tbc liillside behind Ihe house into 
:<s,\and luiilding aihours and siiminer-hoiises of rough 
and branches ancl treeSj on a system of his owm 'They 
liavci. been very pretty in their day, and are so stilij 
gb luneli deeayedj and shattered more and more by 
'breey.e that blows. The hiilsido is covered chiefly with 
trees, widoh como into luxuriant blossom iti the month 
le, aiid lo(jk and smell very sweetly, intermixed with a 
'oung olius, and white pines and infant oaks — the 
forming ratluir a thicket than a wood. Nevertheless, 
is some very good sliade to be found there, I spend 
ible hours tbere in the hottest part of the day, stretched 
my lazy length, with a hook in my hand, or some 
iteii book in my thoiigbts. There is almost al way’s a 
stirring* along the sides or brow of the bill. From tlie 
p there is a good view along the extensive level snr- 
and gentle hilly outlines, covered with wood, that 
dense the scenery of Concord. . ... I know notldng 
■ Idstory of the house except Thoreaii’s telling me tliat 
5 inhal)ited, a generation or two ago, by a man who 
ed he should never die. I believe, however, he is dead ; 
st, I hope so ; else he may probably reappear and 
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Mmself iippn /'tHfe ' pietwresqae emineiicej aad/as lie 
cooctuved the 'broodiBg Septimiaa to have clone before 
him, to betake himself thither when he found the 
limits of^Ms clweliing too naiTow. But he had an 
advantage which his imaginar}^ liero lacked ; he erected 
a tower as an adjunct to the house, and it was a joculat* 
tradition among his neighbours, in allusion to his attrh 
biitive tendency to evade rather than hasten the coming 
guest, that he used to ascend this structure and scan the 
road for provocations to I'etreat. 

In so fai*, however, as Hawthorne suffered the 
penalties of celebrity at the hands of intrusive fellow - 
citizens, he was soon to escape from this honourable 
iucoDimodity. On the 4fch of March, 1853, his old 
college-mate and intimate friend, Franklin Piei'ce, was 
installed as President of the United States. He had been 
tho candidate of the Democratic party, and all good 
Democrats, accordingly, in conformity to the beautiful 
and rational system under which the affairs of the 
great Kepiiblic wei’e carried on, begun to open their 
windows to the golden sunshine of Presidential 
p:ifcronage. When General Pierce was put forward by 
the Democrats, Hawthorne felt a perfectly loyal and 
natimal desire that his good friend should be exalted to 
so brilliant a position, and he did wdaat vras in him to 
further the good cause, by writing a little book about 
its hem. His Life, of Frwnlzlin Pierce belongs to that 
class of literature which is known as the campaign 
'■biography,” and which consists of' an attempt, "mrO're'O 
less successful, to persuade the many-headed monster' 
of universal suffrage that the gentleman on whose be- 
half it is addressed is a paragon of wisdom and virtue. 
Of ^ Hawthorne’s little book there is nothing particular 



to gay, gave tliat it ih m very good "taste,; mat m a 
very 'fairly iiigaiiioiis advocate, aBd tliat if. lie claiined, 
for tlie future President <|ualitiog wliicli ratlier faded in 
tlie bright light of a liigli office, this defect of proportion 
was essential to liis ‘undertaking. ’ Ha dwelt chiefly ii|3on 
I'-loneral Pierces espdoits in the war with Mexico (befoi-e 
tliut, his record, as they say in America, had been 
mainly that of a successful country lawyer), and 
exercised his descriptive powers so far as was possible in 
describing the advance of the United States troops from 
Yera Oruz to the city of the hlontezumas. The mouth- 
pieces of the Y’hig party spared him, I believe, no repro- 
bation for “prostituting” his exquisite genius; but I 
fn.il to soe anvthiBif reprehensible in Hawthorne’s lend- 
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wliieli jls’took|>la€e 5 ,qf;.tlie prosperii<y tliai i^alke^l m ife 
n lid waited Oil ite cocirse, of the liopes it fostered 
and tho lite.^siogs it ' coBferred, of tiie broad iiioniiiig 
sniidiiiie^ in a word, in wbidi it ail wont forward, there 
seems to be little room for surprise tliat it skonld liaro 
implanted a kind of siiperstitions faith in the grandeur 
of the country, its duration, its iniminiity from the 
usual troubles of earthly empires. This faith was a 
simple and uncritical one, enlivened with an eleuient of 
genial optimism, in the light of which it appeared that 
the great American state was not as other human ingti*. 
tiitions are, that a special Providenco watched over it, 
tint it would go on joyously for ever, and that a country 
. whose vast and blooming bosom offered a refuge to the 
striigglers and seekers of all the rest of tho world, must' 
come oil easily, in the battle of the ages. From this 
conception of the American future the sense of its 
having problems to solve was blissfully absent ; there 
were no difficulties in the programme, no looming com- 
plications, no rocks ahead. The indefinite multiplication 
of the population, and its enjoyment of the benefits of 
a coinmon-sehooi education and of unusual facilities for 
making an income — this wais the form in which, on the 
wliole, the future most vividly presented itself, and in 
which the greatness of the counti’y was to be recognised 
of men. There was indeed a faint shadow in the picture 
— the shadow projected by the peculiar institution 
of the Southeim States ; but it was far from sufficient 
to darken the rosy vision of most good Americans, and 
above all, of most good Democrats. Hawthorne alludes 
to it in a passage of his life of Pierce, which I will 
quote not only as a hint of the trouble that was in 
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store for a ebcerful race of men, bnt as -an e^^ample of 
ills own easy-going political 'attitude. ' ‘ . 

It \va!^ wliilfi i!3 tlie iowerlionBe of Congress tlmt Fra'iiklin 
Pierc^.^ Ifjok slin,f xtand on iRo Slavery question from wliicli lie 
l]a^; never sinec swerved I)}' a IiaiPs breadth. He fnlly recog- 
nised by Ills voles and liLs voice, the rights pledged to the 
South liy the C<mstilution. This, at the period when he 
declared liimself, was an easy thing to ,do. But when it 
lie.cainr? more difiicult, Avhen the lirst iinperceplilde iniimmr of 
agitation had grown almost to a convulsion, liis course was 
stiO liio >saiTie. Nor did he ever shun the obloquy that 
sometimes tlircatciied to pursue the Northeiii man who 
dared to love that gi'cat and sacred reality — his wliole imiled 
conniry~-bettcr than the mistiness of a pldl anthropic 
tiieory.” 

Tills last invidious allusion is to the disposition, not 
infrequent at the PTcrtli, but by no means general, to 
set a decisive limit to further legislation in favoiu* of the 
cherished idiosyncrasy of the other half of the country. 
Hawthorne takes the licen^^e of a s^^mpathetic biographer 
in speaking of his hero’s having incurred obloquy by 
his conservative attitude on the question of Slavery. 
The only class in the American world that suffered in 
the smallest degree, at this time, from social persecu- 
tion, was the little band of Northern Abolitionists, 
who w^ere as unfashionable as tliey^ were indiscreet — 
which is saying much. Like most of his fellow-country- 
men, Hawthorne had no idea that the respectable 
institution which he contemplated in impressive 
contrast to humanitarian mistiness/' was presently to 
cost the nation four long 37'ears of bloodshed and 
misery, and a social revolution as complete as any the 
world has seen. When this event occurred, he was 



therefore pro|K>i’!$ioxiately iiomliecl and. aepressea dj 
it cut from beneath Ms. feet the familiar groima 
which had long felt ’SO firm, substituting a heaving and 
rpiakiiig medium in which his spirit found no rest. Such 
was the bewildered sensation of that earlier and simpler 
generation of which I have spoken i their illusions were 
rutlely dispelled, and they saw the best of all possibM 
OTXTAn ovAr to fratricidal carnage. This afiaii* 
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that FraBkiiii Pierce seemed to him a ,%wy proper 
Prestilent. , ' 

, 'J.lie least that , General Pierce could do in exchange 
for so liberal a confidence was to offer his old friend 
one of the numerous places in his gift. Hawthorne 
had a. great desire to go abroad and see something of the 
world, so that a consulate seemed the proper thing. He 
nerer stirred in the matter himself, but his friends 
strongly urged that something should be done ; and 
"when he accepted the post of consul at Livei'pool there 
was not a word of reasonable criticism to be offered on 
the matter. If General Pierce, who was before all 
things good-natured and obliging, had been guilty of no 
greater indiscretion than to confer this modest distinc- 
tion upon the most, honourable and discreet of men of 
letters, lie would have made a more brilliant mark in 
the annals of American statesmanship. Liverpool had 
not been immediately selected, and Hawthorne had 
written to Ms friend and publisher, Mr. Fields, with 
some humorous vagueness of allusion to his probable 
expatriation. 

Do make some inquiries about Portugal ; as, for instance, 
in what part of the world it lies, and whether it is an empire, 
a kingdom, or a republic. Also, and more particularly, the 
expenses of living there, and whether the Minister would be 
likely to be much pestered with his own countrymen. Also, 
any other information about foreign countries would be 
acceptable to an inquiring mind.” 

It would seem from this that there had been a question 
of offering Mm a small diplomatic post ; but the emolu- 
ments of the place were justly taken into account, and 
it is to be supposed that those of the consulate at Liver- 
, pool ware at least as great as the salary of the American 
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repreneBtatiTa at Lisboa, UiifortiiBatelys just after 
IJawfchorne bad taken possession of the former post, 
tlie salary attacbed to it was reduced by C^oiigTosSj in 
an ecoBomioal hour, to less tbaii half the sum enjoyed 
by Ms predecessors,' It was fixed at 7^500 dollars 
(£1,500)] but tlie consulai* fees, wbicli w’er© often 
copious, were an added resource. At midsummer tben, 

_ In 1853, Hawthorne was ©stablisbed in England. 



CHAPTER VL 

ENGLAND AND ITALY! 

Hawthobne was close upon fifty years of age when he 
came to Europe — a fact that should be remembored when 
those irnpressions which he recorded in five substantial 
volmnes (exclusive of the novel written in Italy), 
occasionally affect us by the rigidity of their point of 
view. His Hote-Books, kept during his residence in 
England, his two winters in Borne, his summer in 
Florence, were published after his death; his impres- 
sions of England, sifted, revised, and addressed directly 
to the public, he gave to the world shortly before this 
event. The tone of his European Diaries is often so 
fi'esh and unsophisticated that we find ourselves thinking 
of the writer as a young man, and it is only a certain 
final sense of something reflective and a trlfie melancholy 
that reminds us that the simplicity which is on the 
wlioie the leading characteristic of their pages, is, though 
the simplicity of inexperience, not that of youth. When 
I say inexperience, I mean that Hawthorne’s experience 
had been narrow. His fifty years had been spent, for 
much the larger part, in small American towns— -Salem, 
the Boston of forty years ago, Concord, Lenox, West 
Hewton— and he had led exclusively what one may call a 
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?ilkg64ife. TIils is avident, mt at all directly and 
miperfidally, kit By implication and between tlie lines^ 
in Ids desultory 'bistory of Ids foreign years. In oilier 
words^ and to call ■ tilings by tbeir names, lie was 
exquisitely and consistently provincial I suggest tMs 
fact not in tbe least in condemnation, but, on the con- 
trary, in support of an appreciative view of liina. I 
know nothing more remarkable, more touching, than the 
sight of this odd, youthful- elderly mind, contending so 
late in the day with new opportunities for learning old 
things, and on the whole profiting by them so freely and 
gracefully. The Note-Books are provincial, and so, in 
a greatly modified degree, are the sketches of England, 
in 0?.cr Old Home ; but the beauty and delicacy of this 
latter work are so interwoven with the author's air of 
being remotely outside, of evarytliing he descxibes, that 
they count for more, seem more themselves, and finally 
give the whole thing the appearance of a triumph, not 
of initiation, but of the provincial point of view itself. 

I shall not attempt to relate in detail the incidents of 
his residence in England. He appears to have enjoyed 
it greatly, in spite of the deficiency of charm in the 
place to which his duties chiefly confined him. His con- 
finement, however, was not unbroken, and his published 
Journals consist largely of minute accounts of little 
Journeys and wanderings, with his wife and his three 
children, through the rest of the country ; together with 
much mention of numerous visits to London, a city for 
whose dusky immensity and multitudinous interest 
he professed the highest relish. His Hote-Books are 
of the, same cast as the two volumes of his American 
Diaries, of which I have given some account— chiefly 
occupied with external matters, with the accidents of 
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daily life, wiili observatioBS made 'daring tbe long 
walks, (often with . Ms ' son), wMcb •-form.ed Ms, most 
valued pastime. office, moreover, tbongh Liverpool 

was not a delectable borne, furnisbed him with enter- 
tainment as well as occupation, and it may almost Be 
said that during those years he saw mox'e of his fellow- 
countrymen, in the shape of odd wanderers, petitioners, 
and inquirers of every kind, than he had ever done in 
his native land. The paper entitled '' Consular Experi- 
ences,” in Our Old Home, is an admirable recital of 
these observations, and a proof that the novelist might 
have found much material in the opportunities of the 
consul. On his I’eturn to America, in 1860, he drew 
from his journal a number of pages relating to his 
observations in England, re-wrote them (with, I should 
suppose, a good deal of care), and converted them into 
articles which he published in a magazine. These 
chapters were afterwards collected, and Our Old Home 
(a rather infelicitous title), was issued in 1863, I 
prefer to speak of the book now, howevei”, rather than 
in touching upon the closing years of his life, for it is 
a kind of deliberate resume of his impi'essions of the 
land of his ancestors. “ It is not a good or a weighty 
book,” he wrote to Ms publisher, who had sent him 
some reviews of it, nor does it deserve any great 
amount of praise or censure. I don't care about seeing 
any more notices of it.” Hawthorne's appreciation of 
his own productions was always extremely just ; he had 
a sense of the relations of things, which some of his 
admirers have not thought it well to cultivate; and 
he never exaggerated his own importance as a writer. 
Our Old Hoine is not a weighty book ; it is decidedly a 
light one. But when he says it is not a good one, I 
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harclly know wMi lie" means, and Ms modesty at tMs 
point is in excess of Ms discretion. Wlietlier good or 
^ not, Onr Old ff^me is clsarming—it is most delectable 
reading. The execution is singularly perfect and 
ripe ; of all bis productions it seems to be tbe best 
written. Tbe toiicb. as musicians say, is admirable ; 
tli3 liglitness, the fineness, the felicity of characterisa- 
tion and description, belong to a man who has tlio 
advantage of feeling delicate!}^. His judgment is by 
no means always sound ; it often rests on too narrow 
an observation. But his perception is of the keenest, 
and though it is frequently partial, incomplete, it is 
excellent as far as it goes. The book gave but limited 
satisfaction, I believe, in England, and I am not sure 
that the failure to enjoy certain manifestations of its 
B])ortive irony, has not chilled the appreciation of its 
singular grace. That English readers, on the whole, 
should have fait that Hawthorne did the national mind 
and manners but partial justice, is, I think, conceivable ; 
at the same time that it seems to me remarkable that the 
tender side of the book, as I may call it, should not 
have carried it off better. It abounds in passages more 
delicately appreciative than can easily be found else- 
where, and it contains more charming and affectionate 
things than, I should suppose, had ever before been 
written about a country not the winter’s own. To say 
that it is an immeasurably more exquisite and sympa- 
thetic work than any of the numerous persons who have 
related their misadventures in the United Btate*s have 
seen ht to devote to that country, is to but little? 
and I imagine that Hawthorne had in mind the array of 
English voyagerS’ — Mrs. Trollope, Dickens, Marryat, 
Basil Hall, Miss Martin eau, Mr, Grattan — when he 
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i'eflectecl that everything is relative and that, siicli 
books gOj liis own iitt-le volume observed' the amenities of 
criticisiiL He certainly bad it in mind when be wrote 
tile phrase in bis preface relating to the impression the 
book niiglit make in England. ISTot an Englishman ' 
of them ail ever spared America for courtesy’s sake or 
kindness ; nor, in niy opinion, would it contribute in 
the least to any mutual advantage and comfort if we 
■were to besmear each other all over with butter and 
honey.” I am far from intending to intimate that the 
vulgar instinct of recrimination had anything to do with 
the restrictive passages of Our Old Home; I mean 
simply that the author had a prevision that his coliec™ 
tion of sketches would in some particulars fail to please 
Ms English friends. He professed, after the event, to 
have discovered that the English are sensitive, and as 
they say of the Americans, for whose advantage I 
believe the term was invented, thin-skinnecl. The' 
English critics,’’ he wrote to his publisher, seem to 
think me very bitter against their countrymen, and it is 
perhaps natural that they should, because their self- 
conceit can accept nothing short of indiscriminate 
adulation ; but I really think that Americans have much 
more cause than , they to complain of me. Looking over 
the volume I am rather surprised to find that whenever 
I draw a comparison between the two people, I almost 
invariably cast the balance against ourselves,” And he 
writes at another time : — “ I received several private 
letters and printed notices of Our Old Home from 
England, It is laughable to see the innocent wonder 
with which they regard my criticisms, accounting for 
them by jaundice, insanity, jealousy, hatred, on my part, 
and never admitting the least suspicion that there may 
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I >0 a paiiMo: of "totli- in tlieni* Tlx© monstrosity of 
tlieir s©l£*ooneeit' is smh that anything slioiii of 
imliinited admiration impresses tliem as malicious 
caricature. But. they do me great injustice in supposing 
that I hat© them. I would as soon hate my own 
people.'^ Th© idea of his hating the English was of 
course too puerile for discussion : and the hooky as I 
have saidy is full of a rich appreciation' of the finest 
characteristics of the country. But it has a serious 
defect — a defect which impairs its value, though it helps 
to give consistency to vsuch an image of Hawthorne's per- 
sonal nature as we may by this time have bean able to 
form. It is the work of an outsider, of a stranger, of 
a man who remains to the end a mere spectator {some- 
thing less even than an observer), and always lacks the 
final initiation into the manners and nature of a people 
of vrhoni it may most be said, among all the people of 
the earth, ’that to know them is to make discoveries. 
Hawthorne freely confesses to this constant exteriority, 
and appears to -have been perfectly conscious of it* “I 
remember/' he writes in the sketch of “A London 
Suburb/' in Oi6r Old Ilome^ I remember to this day 
the dimry feeling with which I sat by our first English 
fireside and watched the chili and rainy twilight of an 
autumn day darkening down upon the garden, while the 
preceding occupant of the house (evidently a most 
unamiabla personage in his lifetime), scowled inhospi- 
tably from above the mantel-piece, as if indignant that 
an American should try to make himself at home there. 
Possibly it may appease his sulky shade to know that I 
^quitted his abode as much a stranger as I entered it/' 
The same note' is sti-uek in an entry in Ms Journal, of 
^the date of* October 6th, 18154. 
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people, for severuJ clajs, licwe 1;>c'en m the utmost 
anxi(I.jj iincl hittorly in the highest' exiiltatioHj' about Sebas- 
topol— and all England^ mid Europe to- bootj have beeu 
IooIchI hy the bclit}'!: tuat it liad fallen Tliis, Iiowever;, now 
tun IS out to be incorrect; and the public visage is somewhat 
grim^iu consequence, I am glad of it. In spite of his 
actual HViupatlnos, it is impossible for an American to bo 
oilier wise than glad. Success makes an Englishman iniolor- 
ablcj and already, on the mistaken idea that the way was open 
to a prosperous conclusion of the war, the Times\id fieguii 
to throw out menaces against America. I shall never love 
England till she sues to us for help, and^ in the meantime, the 
fewer triumphs slie obtains, the better for aU parties. An 
Englishman in adversity is a very respectable character ; he 
does liot lose his dignity, but merely comes to a proper con- 
ception of himself I seem to myself like a spy or 

traitor when I meet tlieir eyes, and am conscious tliat I 
neither hope nor fear in sympathy with them, although they 
look at me in full coniidence of sympathy. Their heart 
knoweth its own bitterness/ and as for me, being a stranger 
and an alien, I '■ intermeddle not with their joy.' 

This seems to me to express very well the weak side 
of Hawthorne work — his constant mistrust and sus- 
picion of the society that surrounded him, Ms exag- 
gerated, painful, morbid national consciousness. It is, 
I think, an indisputable fact that Americans are, as 
Ameiicans, the most self-conscious people in the world, 
and the most addicted to the belief that the other 
nations of the earth are in a conspiracy to undervalue 
them. They are conscious of being the youngest of the 
gxmt nations, of not being of the European family, of . 
being placed on the circumference of the circle of civili- 
sation rather than at the centre, of the experimental 
element not having as yet entirely dropped out of their 
great-political undertaking. The sense of this x'elativity,, 
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m a •word, 'replaces' that quiet and comfortabie sense 
of tbe absolute,; as regards its own position in tb© 
world, wbicb reigns supreme in the Britisli and in tbe 
Gallic genius. Bow persons, I think, can have mingled 
much with Americans in Europe without having made 
this reflection, and it is in England that their habit of 
looking askance at foreign institutions— of keeping one 
eje, as it were, on the American personality, while with 
the other they contemplate these objects — is most to be 
obseiwed. Add to this that Hawthorne came to Eng- 
land late in life, when his habits, his tastes, his opinions, 
were already foi'med, that he was inclined to look at 
things in silence and brood over them gently, rather than 
talk" about them, discuss them, grow acquainted with 
them by action ; and it will be possible to form an idea 
of oixr writers detached and critical attitude in the 
country in which it is easiest, thanks to its aristocratic 
constitution, to the absence of any considerable public 
fund of entertainment and diversion, to the degree in 
which the inexhaustible beauty and interest of the 
place are private property, demanding constantly a 
special introduction — in the country in which, I say, it is 
easiest for a stx'anger to remain a stranger. .For a 
stranger to cease to be a stranger he must stand ready, 
as tbe French say, to pay with his person ; and this was 
an obligation that Plawthorne was indisposed to incur. 
Our sense, as we read, that his reflections are those 
of a shy and susceptible man, with nothing at stake, 
mentally, in his appreciation of the country, is there- 
fore a drawback to our confidence^ but it is not a 
drawback sufficient to make it of no importance that h© 

. IS at the same time singularly intelligent and discrimi- 
nating, with a faculty of feeling delicately and justly, 
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wWcli coustikitos in Itself an illnmmation, ' There is a 
passage in the sketch entitled About Wariffidk which is a 
very good instance of what was probably his usual state 
of mind. Ho is speaking of the aspect. of the High 

Street of tlie town. ' ■ ■ 

Tlie streQtm an emblem of England itself. What seems 
new in it m chiefly a skilful and fortunate adaptation of 'isdiat 
such a people as ourselves would destroy. The new things 
are based and supported on sturdy old things, and derive a 
massive strength from their deep and immemorial fonnda- 
tionSj tliongii with such limitations and impediments as only 
an Englishman could endure. But he likes -to feel the weight 
of all the past upon Ins back ; and moreover the antiquity 
that OT'Cibiiidens him has taken root in his being,. and has 
grown to^ be rather a, hump than a pack, so that there is no 
getting rid of it vrithoiit tearing his w^hole structure to 
pieces. In my judgment, as lie appears, to ;be .sufficiently 
comfortable under the mouldy accretion,- he had better 
stumble on with it as long as he can. He presents a spectacle 
■which is by no means wdthout its charm for a disinterested 
and unincumbered observer.’* 

^ There Is all, Hawthorne, with Ms enjoyiiient' of the ■ ' 
picturesque, his relish of ehiarosenro, of local colour, of 
j , the deposit of time, and liis still greater enjoyment of 

' dissooiation from these ' things,- Ms ^ clisin- 

terested and unincumbered condition. His -want of 
incumbrances may seem at times to give him a some- 
wliat naked and attenuated appearance, but on the 
whole he carries it oh' very well. I have said that 
Our Old Home contains much of Ms be^^t writing, 
and on turning over the book at hazard, I am st-ruck 
with- his frequent felicity of phrase. At every step 
there is something one would like to quote— something 
excellently well said. These things are often of the 
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lighter sort/fat;HawfchorBe*s cliarmii% diction lingers 
in the uieinory—aiiiiost in the ear* I have always 
remembered , a certain admirable characterisation o£ 
.Doctor Johnson, in the account of the writer^ s visit to 
Lichfield— and' I will preface it by a paragraph almost 
as good, commemorating the charms of the hotel in 
that interesting town* 

any rate I had' the great, dull, dingy, and dreary 
co.ftee-room, with its heavy old' mahogany chairs and tables, 
all to myself, and not a soul to exchange a word with except 
the waiter,' who, like most of his class in England, had 
evidently left his conversational abilities imcuitivated. No 
former .practice, of solitary living, nor habits of reticence, 
nor weihtested self-dependence for occupation of mind and 
amusement,, can quite avail, as I iio^v proved, to dissipate the 
ponderous gloom of , an English coft’ee-room . under such 
' ciroums.tances as these, wdth no book at hand save the County 
directory, imr any newspaper but a torn local journal of five 
"'days ago;' Bo I buried myself, betimes, in a huge heap of ^ 
ancient feathers (there is no other kind of bed in these old 
inns), let my head sink into an unsubstantial pillow, and 
slept a stifled sleep, compounded of the night-troubles of all 
my predecessors in that same unrestful couch. And when I 
awoke, the odour of a bygone century was in my nostrils— 
a faint, elusive smell, of which"! never had any conception 
before crossing the Atlantic. 

The whole chapter entitled Lichfield and Dttoxeter 
is a sort of graceful tribute to Samuel Johnson, who 
certainly has no"where else been more tenderly 
spoken of. 

Beyond all question I might have bad a wdser friend than 
he* The atmosphere in -which alone he breathed was dense : 
his awful dread .of death showed how much muddy imperfec- 
tion was to be cleansed out of him, before lie could be 
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capable of spiritual existence | be meddled ' only with tbe 
siiriaee of Hfe, arS never eared to' penetrate’ furtlier than to 
, ploiigbsbare depth ,* bis very sense and sagacity were but a 
one-eyiMl dear-sigh tedness. I iunglied at liim^ soinetiinos- 
staoding- l.)esi(le Iiis knee* And yet,, considering that niy native 
propensities were toward Fairy Land, and, also bow nuicii 
yeast is generally luixed up with the mental sustenance of a 
New Englander, it may not have been altogether amiss, in 
those cliildisk and boyish clays, to keep pace with this heavy- 
footed traveller and feed on the gross diet that lie carried in 
his knapsack. It is wliolesoine food even now I And then, 
how English ! i\[any of the latent sympathies that enabled 
me to enjoy the Old Country so well, and that so readily 
amalgamated themselves with the American ideas that seemed 
most adverse to them, may have been deriveil from, or 
fostered and kept alive by, the great English moralist. Never 
was a descriptive epithet more nicely appropriate than that ! 
Doctor Johnson's morality was as English an article as a 
'beef-steakd ’ 

And for mere beauty of expression I cannot forbear 
quoting this passage about the days in a fine English 
summer ; — 

^^For each day seemed endless, though never wearisome. 
As far as your actual experience is concerned, the English 
summer day has positively no beginning and no end. When 
you awake, at any reasonable hour, the sun is already 
.shining through the curtains ; you live through imnimibered 
hours of Sabbatli quietude, with a calm variety of incident 
softly etched upon their tranquil lapse ; and at length you 
become conscious that it is bedtime again, while there is still 
enough daylight in the sky to make the pages of your book 
distinctly legible. Night, if there be any such season, hangs 
down a transparent veil through which the bygone day 
beholds its successor ; or if not quite true of the latitude of 
London, it may be soberly affirmed of the more northern 
parts of the island that To-morrow is bom before its 
Y'esterday is dead. They exist together in the golden 
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twillgiitj’wli^Te'tlxe decrepit old clay cliinlj discerns tliefaee 
of tlie oiainous infant'; and you, tiiougii a mere mortal, may 
simultaneoiisly toiich tliem both, with one finger of reeoliee- 
tiun and another of pi’oplieoy.” 

The Hote-Booksj as I have said, deal chiefly with the 
superficial aspect of English life, and describe the 
, material objects with which the author was siiiToiindefL 
They often describe them admirably, and the rural 
beauty of the count ly has never been more happily 
expressed. But there ai-e inevitably a gimt many re- 
flections and incidental judgments, characterisations of 
people he met, fragments of psychology and social criti- 
cism, and it is here that Hawthorne's mixture of subtlety 
and simplicity, Ms interfusion of genius with what I 
have ventured to call the provincial qualit}", is most 
apparent. To an American reader this later quality, 
which is never grossly manifested, but pervades the 
Journals like a vague natural perfume, an odour of 
pmity and kindness and integrity, must always, for a 
reason that I will touch upon, have a considerable 
charm ; and such a reader will accordingly take an 
even greater satisfaction in the Diaries kept dming the 
two years Hawthorne spent in Italy ; for in these 
volumes the element I speak of is especially striking. 
He resigned his consulate at Liverpool towards the close .. 
of 1857 — whether because he was weary of his manner 
of life there and of the place itself, as may vrell have 
been, or because he wished to anticipate supersession 
by the new government {Mr. Buchanan's) which was 
just establishing itself at Washington, is not apparent 
from the slender sources of information from which 
these pages have been compiled. In the month of 
January of the following year he betook himself with 


: vrj ' mmAm' Am ITALY.' " " im ' ^ 

A family to tiie Coiitment, ,as' promptly as poa- ' 

;;; sibl0j made, tlie best of bis way to JS-ome., He speiit the 
I'- romaliiclar of the winter and the apring'there^ and then 
l. went to Jloreiice for the summer and autumn ; after 
I wMcb lie returned to Eoine and passed a second season, 
j His Italian, I^ote-Books are very pleasant readings but 
? tUj are of less interest than the others, for Ms contact 
I with tlie life of the coui,itry, its people and its manners, 

I was simpl}?- that of the ordinary tourist-— which amounts 
to saying that it was extremely superficial. He appears 
to have suf ©red a great deal of discomfort and depression 
in liome, and not to have been on the whole in the best 
mood for enjoying the place and its resoui’ces. That he 
did, at one time and another, enjoy these things keenly 
is proved by his beautiful romance, Trcmsforniation, 
which could never have been written by a man who had 
not had many hours of exquisite appreciation of the 
lovely land of Italy. But he took it hard, as it were, 
and suffered himself to be painfully discomposed by the 
usual accidents of Italian life, as foreigners learn to 
know it. His future was again uncertain, and during 
Ms second winter in Borne he was in danger of losing 
his elder daughter by a malady which he speaks of as 
a trouble ‘'that pierced to my very vitals.” I may 
mention, wuth regard to this painful episode, that 
hianklin Pierce, whose jiresidential days were over, 
and who, like other ex-presidents, was travelling in 
Eui'ope, came to Rome at the time, and that the Note- 
Books contain some singularly beautiful and touching 
allusions to his o1 i friend^ s gratitude for his sympathy, 
and enjoyment of his society. The sentiment of friend- 
ship has on the whole been so much less commemorated 
In literature than might have been expected from the 



of ii It occupied, in so far as Pierce was tlie object oi 
itj a large place in Hawthorne's mind, and it is im- 
possible not to feel the manij tenderness of such lines 
as these 

1 have found him here in Pome, tlie wliole of my early 
friend, and even better than I used to know him ; a heart as 
true and alffectionate, a mind much widened and d^pened by 
the experience of life. We hold just the same relation to one 
another as of yore, and we have passed all the tuming-olf 
' places, and may hope to go on together, still the same dear 
friends, as long as we live. I do not love Iiim one whit the 
less for ha-ving been President, nor for having done me the 
greatest good in his power ; a fact that speaks eloquently in 
his favour, and perhaps says a little for myself. If he had 
been merely a benefactor, perhaps I might not have borne it 
so well ; but each did his best for the other, us friend for 
friend.’’ 

The Note-Books are chiefly taken up with descriptions 
of the regular sights and objects of interest," which 
we often feel to be rather perfunctory and a little in the 
style of the traditional tourist’s diary. They abound in 
charming touches, and every reader of Tram/ormation 
will remember the delightful colouring of the numerous 
pages in that novel, which are devoted to the pictorial 
aspects of Eome. But we are unable to rid ourselves of 
the impression that Hawthorne was a good deal bored 
by the importunity of Italian art, for which his taste, 
naturally not keen, had never been cultivated. Occa- 
sionally, indeed, he breaks out into explicit sighs and 
groans, and frankly declares that he washes Ms hands 
of it. Already, in England, he had made the discovery 
that he coMd easily feel overdosed with such tMngs. 
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Yesterday/’ lie wrote m 185 ' 6 , went' otit at about, 
twi^lve and visited tbe Britiah Afnsenm ; an exceedingly 
tiresome aiair. It quite CTOshes a ’person to see so 
miicii at oncej and I wandered from to ball witli a 
weary and heavy hearty wishing (Heaven forgive me l) 
that the Elgin marbles and tiie frieze of the Parthenon 
were all burnt into lime, and that the granite Egyptian 
statues were hewn and squared into building stones.’’ 

The plastic sense was not strong in Hawthorne j 
there can be no better proof of it than his curious 
avei\-ion to the representation of the nude in sculpture. 
This aversion was deep-seated ; ho constantly returns to 
it, exclaiming upon the incongruity of modern artists 
inahing nahed figures. He apparently quite failed to 
see that nudity is not an incident, or accident, of 
sculpture, but its very essence and principle ; and his 
Jealousy cf uodressed images strikes the reader a-s a 
strange, vague, long-dormant heritage of his straight- 
laced Puritan ancestry. Whenever he talk>s of statues 
he makes a great point of the smoothness and white- 
ness of the marble — speaks of the surface of the marble 
as if it were half tlie beauty of the image ; and when he 
discourses of pictures, one feels that the brightness 
or dingiiiess of the frame is an essential part of his 
impression of the work — as he indeed somewhere 
distinctly affirms. Like a good American, he took 
more pleasure in the productions of Mr. Thompson 
and Mr. Brown, Mr. Powers and Mr. Hart, American 
artists who were plying their trade in Italy, than in 
the works which adorned the ancient museums of the 
country. He suffered greatly from the cold, and found 
little charm in the climate, and during the weeks of 
winter that followed his ai'i ival in Rome, he sat shivering 
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by bis fire and wondering wby be bad come to snob 
a land of' misery. Before be left Italy he wrote to bis 
publisher — I bitterly detest Borne, and shall rejoice 
to bid it farewell for ever ; and I fully acquiesce in all 
the mischief and ruin that has happened to it, from 
Nero’s conflagration downward. In fact, I wish the 
very site had been obliterated before I ever saw it.” 
Hawthonre presents himself to the reader of these 
pages as the last of the old-fashioned Americans—and 
this is the interest which I just now said that his com- 
patriots would find in his very limitations. I do not 
mean by this that there are not still man}^ of his fellow- 
countrymen (as there are many natives of every land under 
the sun,) who are more susceptible of being irritated than 
of being soothed by the influences of the Eternal City. 
What I mean is that an American o! equal value with 
Hawthorne, an American of equal genius, imagination, 
and, as our forefathers said, sensibility, would at pre- 
sent inevitably accommodate himself more easily to 
the idiosyncrasies of foreign lands. An American as 
cultivated as Hawthorne, is now almost inevitably more 
cultivated, and, as a matter of course, more European- 
ised in advance, more cosmopolitan. It is very possible 
that in becoming so, he has lost something of his 
occidental savour, the quality which es:cites the good- 
will of the American reader of our author’s Journals 
for the dislocated, depressed, even slightly bewildex'ed 
diarist. Absolutely the last of the earlier race of 
Americans Hawthorne was, fortunately, probably far 
from being. But I think of him as the last specimen 
of the more piimitive type of men of letters ; and when 
it comes to measuring what he succeeded in being, in 
his unadulterated form, against what he failed of being, 
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: tlie positive side of tb© image qmte 'extinguislies tile 

;■ ' Begative. ' I' must 'be oe mj gimrcl,' boweWy against 
!< iiicmTing tbe cbargo of . cherishmg a national conscions- 
I ness as acute as I bav© ventured to pronounce Ms own. 

' Out of bis iniiigled sensations, bis pleasure and bis 

j weariness, bis discomforts and bis reveries, there sprang 
: another beautiful work, Ouiungtbe summer of 1858, be 

; hired a picturesque old villa on the bill of Bellosguardo, 

; near Florence, a curious structure with a crenelated 

tower, which, after having in tb© course of its career 
suffered many vicissitudes and played many parts, noiv 
finds its most vivid identity in being pointed out to 
strangei's as the sometime residence of the celebrated 
American romancer, Hawthorne took a fancy to the 
place, as well be might, for it is one of the loveliest 
spots on earth, and the great view that stretched itself 
before h im contains every element of beauty. Florence 
lay at his feet with her memories and treasures ; the 
olive-covered hills bloomed around him, studded with 
villas as picturesque as his own ; the Apennines, 
perfect in form and colour, disposed themselves oppo- 
site, and in the distance, along its fertile, valley, 
the Arno wandered to Pisa and the sea. Soon after 
coming Mthex’ he wrote to a friend in a strain of high 
j satisfaction - 

is pleasant to feci afc last that I am really away from 
Americana satisfaction that I never really enjoyed as long 
as I stayed in Liverpool, where it seemed to be that the quint- ■ 
essence of nasal and hand-shaking Yankeedom "svas gradually 
Bitered and sublimated through my consulate, oii the way 
outward and homeward. I first got acquainted with my own 
countrymen there. At Eome too it was not much better. 
But here in Florence, and in the summer-time, and in this 
secluded villa, I have escaped out of ail my old tracks, and 
, , ' m2 
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am really rei^ote.' ' I- like my present residence Immensely, 
Tlie bouse stands oh a iiillj overlooking Florence^ and is big 
enough to quarter a regiment, insomuch that each member of 
the family, including servants, has a separate suite of 
apartments, and there are vast wildernesses of upper rooms 
into wliicli we have ne\'er yet sent exploring espetliticns 
At one end of the house there is a moss-grown tower, iia anted 
by owls and by the gliost of a monk who was confined there 
in tiie thirteenth century, previous to being* burnt at the 
stake in the principal square of Blorence. I hire this villa, 
tower and all, at twenty-eight dollars a month ; but 1 mean 
to take it away bodily and clap it into a romance, wdneh I 
have in my head, ready to be written out.” 


This romance was Tramformation^ which he wrote out 
during the following winter in Eome, and re-wrote 
during the several months that he spent in England, 
chiefly at Leamington, before returning to America. 
The Yi Ila Montauto figures, in fact, in this tale as the 
castle of Monte-Beni, the patrimonial dwelling of the 
hero. ** I take some credit to myself,” he wrote to the 
same friend, on returning to Borne, for having sternly 
shut myself up for an hour or two every day, and come 
to close grips with a romance which I have been trying 
to tear out of my mind.” And later in the same 
winter he says — I shall go home, I fear, with a heavy 
heart, not expecting to be very well contented there, 

, . . If I were but a hundred times richer than I am, 
how very comfortable I could be 1 I consider it a great 
piece of good fortune that I have had experience of the 
discomforts and miseries of Italy, and did not go 
directly home from England. Anything will seem like 
a Paradise after a Roman winter.” But he got away at 
last, late in the spring, carrying his novel with him, and 
the book w’as published, after, as I say, he had worked it 
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over, mainly during some weeks -that’ he passed at the 
little watering-place of Eedoarj on the Yorkshire coast, 
In .February of the following year. It was IssiiacI 
primarily in England; the American' edition, Imme- 
diately ' follow^ed. It is an odd fact that in the two 
countries the book came out under different titles. 
The title that the author had bestowed upon it did not 
satisfy the English publishers, who requested him to 
provide it with anotlier ; so that it is only in Ameiica 
that the work bears the name of Th^ Marble Fawru 
Hawthorne^s choice of this appellation is, by the way, 
rather singular, for it completely fails to characterise 
the stoi'y, the subject of which is the living faun, the 
faun of flesh and blood, the unfortunate Donatello. 
His marble counterpart is mentioned only in the opening 
chapter. On the other hand Hawthorne complained 
that Transformat'ion gives one the idea of Harlequin 
in a pantomime.’’ Under either name, however, the 
book was a great success, and it has probably become 
the most popular of Hawthorne’s four novels. It is 
part of the intellectual equipment of the Anglo-Saxon 
visitor to Borne, and is read by every English-speaking 
traveller who arrives there, who has been there, or who 
expects to go. 

It has a great deal of beauty, of interest and grace ; 
but it has to my sense a slighter value than its com- 
panions, and I am far from regarding it as the master- 
piece of the author, a position to which we sometimes 
hear it assigned. The subject is admirable, and so are 
many of the details ; but the whole thing is less simple 
and complete than either of the three tales of American 
life, and Hawthorne forfeited a precious advantage in 
ceasing to tread his native soil, Half the virtue of 
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The Scurki Lei'ter and 27is Ilotm of ike Beven fkihles Is 
in tkeir looat quality ; they are impregnated with the 
New England air. It is very true that Hawthorne had 
no pretension to pourtray actualities and to cultivate 
that literal exactitude which is now the fashion. Had 
this been the case, he would probably have made a still 
graver mistake in tx'ansporting the scene of his story to 
a country which he knew only superhcially. His tales 
all go on more or less the vague,*' as the French 
say, and of course the vague may as %veil be placed in 
Tuscany as in Massachusetts. It may also very well be 
urged in Hawthorne's favour here, that in Transforma- 
tion he has attempted to deal with actualities more than 
he did in either of his earlier novels. He has described 
the streets and monuments of Borne with a closeness 
which forms no part of his reference to those of Boston 
and Salem. But for all this he incurs that penalty of 
seemiDg factitious and uiiauthoritative, which is always 
the result of an artist's attempt to project himself into 
an atmosphere in -which he has not a transmitted and 
Inherited propex-ty. An English or a German writer 
(I put poets aside) may love Italy well enough, and 
know her well enough, to write delightful fictions 
about her ; the thing has often been done. But the 
productions in question will, as novels, always ha%^e 
about them something secondu’ate and impex^fect. 
There is in Transformation enough beautiful percep- 
tion of the interesting chai-acter of Borne, enough rich 
and eloquent expi'ession of it, to save the book, if the 
book could be savad ; but the style, w^hat the French call 
the gmire^ is an inferior one, and the thing remains a 
charming romance with intrinsic weaknesses. 

Allowing fox* this, however, some of the finest pages in 
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all Ilawtlioriie are to be found in it. , ■ Tlie^ siibjeetj as I 
liave saidj is a particularly happy one, -and there is a great 
deal of interest in the simple combination and opposition 
of the four actors. It is noticeable that in spit© of the 
conaiderable length of the stoi'j, ^ there are no accessory 
figures ; Donatello and Miriam, Kenyon and Hilda, ex- 
clusively occupy the scene. This is the more noticeable 
as tlie scene is very large, and the great Roman back- 
groiiiifl is constantly presented to us. Th© relations of 
these four people are full of that moral pictiiresqiieness 
Tv Moll Hawthorne was always looking for ; he iound It in 
perfection in the history of Donatello. As I have said, th© 
novel is the most popular of his works, and every on© 
-will remember the figure of the simple, joyous, sensuous 
young Italian, who is not so much a man as a child, and 
not so much a child as a charming, innocent animal, and 
how he is brought to self-knowledge and to a miserable 
conscious manhood, by the commission of a crime. 
Donatello is rather vague and impalpable ; he says too 
little in the book, shows himself too little, and falls 
short, I think, of being a creation. But he is enough 
of a creation to make us enter into the situation, and 
tho whole history of his rise, or fall, 'whichever one 
chooses to call it— -his tasting of the tree of knowledge 
and finding existence complicated with a regret — is 
unfolded with a thousand ingenious and exquisite 
touches. Of course, to make the interest complete, 
thex*© is a "woman in the aifair, and Hawthorne has done 
few things more beautiful than the picture of the un- 
equal complicity of guilt between Ms immatxire and 
dimly-puzzled hero, with his clinging, unquestioning, 
unexacting devotion, and the dark, powerfixl, more 
^ ’widely-seeing feminine nature of Miriam. Deeply 
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toudhmg is 'tke representatioa of tlie manner in wiiicli 
these two ' essentialij different persons — the. woman !i> 
teiiigent, passionate, acquainted with, life, and with a 
tragic element in her owni cai'eer ] the youth ignorant, 
gentle, unworldly, brightlyand harmlessly natural -are- 
equalised and bound together by their common secret, 
which insulates them, morally, from the rest of man- 
kind. The character of Hilda has always struck me as 
an admirable invention — one of those things that mark 
the man of genius. It needed a man of genius and of 
Hawthorne’s imaginative delicacy, to feel the pro- 
priety of such a figure as Hilda’s and to perceive the 
relief it would both give and borrow. .This pure and 
somewhat rigid Hew England girl, following the voca- 
tion of a copyist of pictures in Rome, unacquainted with 
evil and untouched by impurity, has been accidentally 
the witness, unknown and unsuspected, of the dark deed 
by which her friends, Miriam and Donatello, are knit 
together. This is her revelation of evil, her loss of per- 
fect innocence. She has done no wrong, and yet "wiong- 
doing has become a part of her experience, and she 
cariies the weight of her detested knowledge upon her 
heart. She carries it a long time, saddened and oppressed 
by it, till at last she can bear it no longer. If I have 
called the whole idea of the presence and effect of Hilda 
in the story a trait of genius, the purest touch of in- 
spiration is the episode in which the poor girl deposits 
hex burden. She has passed the whole lonely summer 
in Rome, and one day, at the end of it, finding herself 
in St. Peter’s, she enters a confessional, strenuous 
daughter of the Puritans as she is, and pours out her 
dark knowledge into the bosom of the Church— then 
comes away with her conscience lightened, not a whit 
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tke loss a Puritan tiiaii before. If .the- book contained 
Eotbing else notewortby bat tKis adniiiable scene, and 
tlie pages describing the murder committed by Donatello 
under B:li^iam^s eyes, and tiie ecstatic wandering, after- 
wards, of tile gclity coaploj tbroiigh the blood-stained 
streets of Eoine/’ it •would still deserve to rank bigb 
among tlie imaginative, productions. of our. day. ... . 

Like all of Iiawtiiorne'’s things, it contains a great 
many liglit threads of symbolism, wliicli shimmer in the 
textime of the tale, but which are apt to break and i emain 
in our fingers if we attempt to handle them. These 
things are part ■ of . Hawthorne’s very manner— almost, 
as one might say, of his vocabulary ; they belong much 
^morevto.^ the. surface of his, work than .to 'its,' ystrehger? 
interest. The fault of Tramfonitatlori is that the element 
of the unreal is pushed too far, and that the book is 
neither positively of cna eategoiy nor of another. His 
moonshiiiy romance,” he calls it in a letter; and, in 
truth, the lunar element is a little too pervasive. The 
.action :W'avers-between\the;' streets , of 
features the author perpetually sketches, and a vague 
realm of fancy, in which quite a different verisimili- 
tude prevails. This is the trouble with Doiiatelio him- 
self. His companions are intended to be real — if they 
fail to be so, it is not for want of intention ; whereas 
he is intended to be real or not, as you please. He is of 
a difierent substance from them ; it is as if a painter, 
in composing a picture, should try to give you an impres- 
sion of one of his figures by a strain of music. The idea 
of the modern faun was a charming one ; but I think it 
a pity that tlie author should not have made him more 
definitely modern, without reverting so much to his 
'mythological properties and antecedents, which are 
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very gracefully .'tonciied iipon^ but wbicli belong to tbe 
region of picturesque conceitSj imicb more tbaii to tliat 
of retil psycbology. Among tbe young Italians of to-day 
tliere are still plenty of models for siicli an image as 
Hawtbome appears to have wisbed to present in the easy 
and natural Donatello. And since I am speaking eriti- 
caliy, I may go on to say that the art of narration, in 
Trcms/ormaiion, seems to me more at fault than in the 
author's other novels. The story straggles and wanders, 
is dropped and taken up again, and towards the close 
lapses into an almost fatal vagueness. 
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Or tlie four last years of Hawtboiuie's life tliere is not 
much to tell that I haA^e not already told. He returned 
to America in the summer of 1860, and took ux) his 
abode in the house he had bought at Concord before 
going to Europe, and of AYhich his occujmncy had as yet 
been brief. He was to occupy it only four years. I 
have insisted upon the fact of his being an intense 
American, and of his looking at all things, daring his 
residence in Europe, from the standpoint of that little 
clod of Avestern earth which he carried about with him 
as the good Mohammedan carries the strip of carpet on 
Avhich he kneels down to face to’wards Mecca. But it 
does not appear, nevertheless, that he found himself 
treading with any great exhilaration the larger section 
of his native soil ux)on which, on his return, he disem- 
barked. Indeed, the closing his life was a |3ericd 

of dejection, the more acute that it followed directly 
upon seven ^mars of the happiest opportunities he was 
to have known. And his European residence had been 
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stricken cliimb/'. He '-wrote 'from London, sHortly before 
leaving it for tHe last time, to see How quietly I accept 
a whole string '-of mritations, and, what is more, per- 
form my engagements without a murmur The 

stir of this London life, somehow or other/’ He adds in 
the same letter, has done me a wonderful deal of good, 
md I feel better than for months past. This is strange, 
for if I had my choice I should leave undone almost all 
the things I do/* When he found himself once more 
on the old ground,'"’ writes Mr. Latliro|>, with the old 
struggle fox' subsistence staring him in the face again, it 
is not difficult to .conceive how a certain degree of de- 
pression would follow/’ There is indeed not a little 
sadness in 'the thought of Hawthorne’s literary gift, 
light, delicate, exquisite, capricious, never too abundant, 
being ehaxged with the heavy burden of the maintenance 
of a family. We feel that it was not intended for such 
grossness, and that in a world ideally constituted he 
would have enjoyed, a liberal pension, an assured sub- 
sistence, and 'have been able to produce his charming 
prose only when the fancy took him. 

The brightness of the outlook at home was not made 
greater by the. explosion of the Civil War in ‘the spring 
of 1801. These months, and the three years that 
followed them, were not a clieerful time for any persons 
but army- con tr-aetors ; but over Hawthorne the war- 
cloud appears to have dropped a permanent shadow* 
The whole a€air was a bitter disappointment to him, 
and a fatal blow to that ha^xpy faith in the uninter- 
ruptedness of American prosperity which I have spoken 
of as the religion of the old-fashioned American in 
general, and the old-fashioned Democrat in particular; 
,lt was not a propitious time for cultivating the* Muse; 
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when Mstory Itersel! is so Lard at '-work, fiction Las 
little left to sa.y« To fiction, directly, -*Hawfclioriie dicl 
not address Mniself ; lie composed first, during 

tlie year 1862, tlie chapters of wMch oiir Our Old 
Ilo'im was afterwards made up. I Lave said that, 
though this work has less value than his purely imagina- 
tive things, the writing is singularly good, and it is 
well to remember, to its greater honour, that it was pro- 
duced at a time when it was painfully hard for a man of 
Hawthorne’s cast of mind to fix his attention. The air 
was full of hattle-smoke, and the poet’s vision was 
not easily clear. Hawthorne was irritated, too, by the 
sense of being to a certain extent, politically considered, 
in a false position, A large section of the Democratic 
party -^vas not in good odour at the Horth ; its loyalty 
was not perceived to be of that clear strain which 
public opinion required. To this “wing of the party 
BVanklin Pierce had, wdth reason or without, the credit 
of belonging; and our author was conscious of some 
sharpness of responsibility in defending the illustrious 
friend of whom he had already made himself the advo- 
cate. He defended him manfully, without a grain of 
concession, and described the ex-President to the public 
(and to himself), if not as ho was, then as he ought to 
be. 0‘ur Old Hoim is dedicated to him, and about this 
dedication there ivas some little difficulty. It was repre- 
sented to Hawthorne that as General Pierce was rather 
out of fashion, it might injure the success, and, in plain 
terms, the sale of his book. His answer (to his pub- 
lisher), was much to the point. 

I find til at it would be a piece of poltroonery in me to 
withdraw either the dedication or the dedicatory letter. My 
long and intimate personal relations with Pierce render the 
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dedication altogotte 'pjopetj especiailj as regards this book^ 
wl’iicb 'would bave bad no existence witlioiit his kindness ; 
and if he' is so exeeedingly iinpopulai'' that his naiiie ought to 
sink the Toliime, there is so much the more need that an old 
friend should stand by him. I cannot, merely on account of 
pecuniary profit or literary reputation, go back from wliat I 
liavo deliberately felt and thought it right to do : and if I 
were to tear out the dedication I should never look at the 
volume again without remorse and shame. As for the 
literary public, it must accept my book precisely as I liiink 
ht to give it, or let it alone, Nevertheless I have no fancy 
for imiking myseli a martyr wlien it is honourably and con- 
scientiously possible to avoid it ; and I always measure out 
heroisiii very accurately according to the exigencies of the 
occasion, and should be the last man in the world to throw 
away a bit of it needlessly. So I have looked over the 
concl tiding paragraph and have amended it in such a tvay 
■ that, while doing what I know to be justice to my friend, it 
contains not a word that ought to be objectionable to any set 
of readers. If the public of the North see fit to ostracise me 
for this, I can only say that I would gladly sacrifice a 
tliOTisand or tw’o dollars, rather tiian retain the good-will of 
such a herd of doits and mean-spirited scoundrels.” 


The dedication was publi>shed, the book was eminently 
successful, and Hawthorne was not ostracised. The 
paragraph under discussion stands as follows : — ^^Only 
this let me say, that, with the record of your life in 
my memory, and with a sense of your character in mj 
deeper consciousness, as among the few things that time 
has left as it found them, I need no assurance that you 
continue faithful for ever to that grand idea of an irre- 
vocable Union which, as you once told me, was the 
earliest that your brave father taught you. For other 
men there may be a choice of paths — for you but one ; 
and it rests among my certainties that no man^s loyalty 
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is more stead fastj no inan^s liopes or 'apprehensions on 
behalf of our national existence more deeply .heartfelt, 
or more closely intertwined with Hs possibilities of 
personal happiness, than those of Fi*anklin Pierce/* I 
know not how w^ell the ex-President liked these lines, 
blit the public tlioiight them admirable, for they served 
as a kind of formal profession of faith, on the question 
of the hour, by a loved and honoured writer. That 
some of his friends thought such a profession needed 
is apparent from the numerous editorial ejaculations 
and protests appended to an article describing a visit 
he had just paid to Washington, which IIaw*thorne 
contributed to the Atlantic Monthly for July, 1862, 
and which, singularly enough, has not been re|)rinted. 
The article has all the usual merit of such sketches on 
Hawthorne’s part — the merit of delicate, sportive 
feeling, expressed with consummate gi'ace — but the 
editor of the jperiodical appears to have thought that 
ho must give the antidote with the poison, and the 
paper is accompanied with sevei'al little notes disclaim- 
ing all sympathy with the writer's political heresies. 
The heresies strike the reader of to-day as extremely 
mild, axid what excites his emotion, rather, is the ques- 
tionable taste of the editorial commentary, with which 
it is sti'ange that Haw^thorne should have allowed his 
article to be encumbered. He had not been an Aboli- 
tionist before the War, and that he should not pretend 
to be one at the eleventh hour, was, for instance, surely 
a piece of consistency that might have been allowed 
to pass. I shall not pretend to be an admirer of old 
John Brown, he says, in a page worth quoting, “ any 
further than sympathy with Whittier’s excellent ballad 
about him may go; nor did I expect ever to shrink so 
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iiBiittoiubly frond any apopIitiiogBi of a sag© wlioso bdppy 
lips liavo .tittered a liumlred golden sentences®^- 
allusion her©. 1 suppose;^ is to Mr. Emerson “ as from 
■that saying (perhaps falsely attributed to so honoured 
a name) 5 that the death of tMs blood-stained fanatic 
has * made the Gallotvs as venerable as the Cross 1 ' 
Nobody vras ever more justly banged. He won bis 
martyi'dom fairly, and took it fairly. He himself, 1 
am pei'siiadod (such was his natui’al integrity), would 

have acknowledged that Tirginia had a right to take 

the life which he had staked and lost ; although it 
would have been better for her, in the hour that is fast 
coming, if she could generously have forgotten the 
criminality of his attempt in its enormous folly. On 
the other hand, any common-sensible man, looking at 
the matter unsentimentally, must have felt a certain 
intellectual satisfaction in seeing him hanged, if it were 
only in re(][uital of his |)x*eposterous miscalculation of 
possibilities.’^ Now that the heat of that great con- 
flict has passed away, this is a capital expression of the 
saner estimate, in tho Ijiiited States, of the dauntless 
and deluded old man who proposed to solve a complex 
political pi^oblem by stirring up a servile insiinection. 
There is much of the same sound sense, interfused with 
light, just appreciable irony, in such a passage as the 
following : — ‘ 

“ 1 tried to imagine bow very disagreeable the presence of a 
Soutlicrn army would bC' in a sober town of Massaebnsetts ; 
and the thought considerably lessened my wonder at the cold 
and shy regards that are ca^st upon our troops, the gloom, 
the sullen demeanour, the declared, or scarcely hidden, 
sympathy with rebellion, whicli are so frequent here. It is a 
■ strange thing in , human life that the greatest errors both of 



TO,] LAST YEAia ' m 

men and women often spring from tlieir sweetest and most 
generous qiiulities and so, imdouLtediyj tliousandB of 'warni”* 
iieartecl, generous, and impidsfre persons have Joined the 
’Rel)elsj not from any real md for the cause, but because, 
between t^^'0 confiiciing lo^^alties, they cliose that which 
necessarily lay nearest the heart. There never existed any 
other Government against which treason was so eas^^ and 
could defend itself ]>y such plausible arguments, as against 
that oL’ iiic United Stares. The anomaly of two allegiances, 
(of -wlach that of the State conies nearest home to a man’s 
feelings, and includes tlie altar and the hearth, while the 
General Government claims his devotion only to an airy mode 
of law, and has no symbol but a flag,) is exceedingly mis- 
chievous in this point of view: for it has converted crowds 
of honest people into traitors, wdio seem to themselves not 
merely innocent but patriotic, and who die for a bad cause 
w'itli a quiet conscience as if it were the best. In the vast 
extent of our country — too vast by far to be ‘taken into one 
small human heart — -we inevitably limit to our O'wn State, or 
at farthest, to our own little section, that sentiment of 
physical love for the soil which renders an Englishman, for 
example, so intensely sensitive to the dignity and well-being of 
his little island, that one hostile foot, treading anywhere upon 
it, v/ould make a bruise on each individual breast. If a man 
loves Ins owui State, therefore, and is content to be mined 
with her, let us shoot him, if we can, but allow him an 
honourable burial in the soil he fights for.” 

To this paragraph a line of deprecation from the 
editor is attached ; and indeed from the point of view 
of a vigorous prosecution of the war it was doubtless 
not particularly pertinent. But it is interesting as an 
example of the way an imaginative man Judges current 
events — trying to see the other side as well as Ms own, 
to feel what his adversary feels, and present his view 
of the ease. 

But he had other occupations for his imagination 
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tlian piittmg Hmself into tlio shoes of iinappi^eeiative 
Southerners. 'He 'began at this time two novels^ neither 
of which he lived to finish, but both of which were pub- 
lished, as fragments, after Ills death. The shorter of 
these fragments, to which he had given the name of Tlie 
Dolliver Rommce^ is so very brief that little can be said 
of it. The author strikes, with all his usual sweetness, 
the opening notes of a story of New England life, and 
the few' pages which have been given to the world 
contain a charming picture of an old man and a child. 
The other rough” sketch — it is hardly more — ^is in a 
manner complete; it was unfortunately deemed com- 
plete enough to ho brought out in a magazine as a serial 
novel. This vras to do it a great wrong, and I do not 
go too far in saying that poor Hawdhorne would pro* 
bably not have enjoyed the very bright light that has 
been projected upon this essentially crude piece of "work, 
I am at a loss to know how to speak of Septimhis FeUo'}% 
or the Elkmr of Life ; I have purposely reserved but a 
small space for doing so, for the part of discretion seems 
to be to pass it by lightly. I differ therefore widely 
from the author’s biographer and son-in-law in thinking 
it a ^vork of the greatest freight and value, offering 
striking analogies with Goethe’s Faust; and still more 
widely from a critic .whom Mr. Lathrop quotes, who 
regards a certain portion of it as ^^one of the very 
greatest triumphs in all literature.” It seems to me 
almost cruel to pitch in this exalted key one^s estimate 
of the rough first draught of a talc in regard to which 
the author’s premature death operates, vii*tually, as a 
complete renunciation of pretensions. It is plain to any 
reader that Feptimim Felton^ as it stands, wdth its rough- 
ness, its gaps, its mere allusiveness and slightness of 
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treatment, gives ns but a very partial measure of ; 
liawtiiorne’s MI intention; and it' is equally easy to 
believe that' this intention was mucli finer tban anything 
we find in the book. Even if we possessed the novel in 
its complete form, however, I incline to think that we 
should regard it as very much the weakest of Haw*- 
tliorne’s productions. The idea itself seems a failure, 
and the best that might have come of it tvoiild have 
been very much below The Scarlet Letter or The Hoim 
of the Seven Gahles. The appeal to our interest is not 
felicitously made, and the fancy of a potion, to assure 
eternity of existence, being made from the flowexts "which 
spring from the grave of a man whom the distiller of 
the potion has deprived of life, though it might figure 
with advontage in a short story uf the pattern of the 
Tidce-Told Tales, appears too slender to cany the 
weight of a novel. Indeed, this whole matter of elixirs 
and potions belongs to the fairy-tale period of taste, 
and the idea of a young man enabling himself to live 
forever by concocting and imbibing a magic draught, 
has the misfortune of not appealing to our sense of 
reality or even to our sympathy. The %veakness of 
Septwims Felton is that the reader cannot take the hero 
seriously — a fact of which there can be no better proof 
than the element of the ridiculous which inevitably 
mingles it?elf in the scene in which he entei'tains his 
lady-love with a prophetic sketch of his occupations 
during the successive centuries of his earthly immor- 
tality, I suppose the answer to my criticism is that 
this is allegorical, symbolic, ideal ; but we feel that it 
symbolises nothing substantial, and that the tiuth — 
whe^tevei* it may be — that it illustrates, is as moon- 
shiny, to use Hawthorne’s own expression, as the 
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allegory itself, Another fault of the story is that a 
great historical ©vent — the war of the Bevolation— is 
introduced in the first few pages^ in order to supply the 
hero with a pretext for killing the young man from 
whose grave the flower of immortality is to sprout; and 
then drops out of the narrative altogether; not even 
forming a background to the sequel. It seems to me 
that Hawthorne should either have invented some other 
occasion for the death of his young ofiicer, or els©; 
having struck the note of the great public agitation 
which overhung his little group of characters, have been 
careful to sound it through the rest of his tale. I do 
'wrong, however, to insist upon these things, for I fall 
thereby into the error of treating the work as if it had 
been cast into its ultimate form and acknowledged by 
the author. To avoid this error I shall make no other 
criticism of details, but content myself with saying that 
the idea and intention of the book appear, relatively 
sj>eaking, feeble, and that even had it been finished it 
would have occupied a very difierent place in the public 
esteem from the wiiter's masterpieces. 

The year 1864 brought with it for Hawthorne a sense 
of weakness and depression from which he had little 
relief during the four or five months that were left 
Mm of life. He had his engagement to produce The 
DqIUvct Romance, which had been promised to the 
sixbsciibers of the Atlantic Monthly (it was the first 
time he had undertaken to publish a work of fiction in 
monthly parts), but he was unable to write, and his 
consciousness of an unperformed task weighed upon him, 
and did little to dissipate his physical inertness. I 
have not yet had cotirage to read the Dolliver proof- 
sheet/’' h© wrote to Ms publisher in December, 1863; 
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« but will set about it soou, tliough. %vitli terrible re- ^ 
iiictanee, sucli as I never felt, before* ■ I am niost^ 
grateful to yoUy” lie went ob^ for protecting me froiU' 
tliat visitation of the elepbant and Ms eub. If you 
happen to see Mr. — ^ ^ of L-- — , a young man who 
was here last sumnierj pray tell Mm anything that ^ 
your conscience will let you, to induce him to spare me 
another visit, which I know he intended. I really am 
not well, and cannot be disturbed by strangers, without 
more sufferang than it is worth while to endure. A 
month later he was obliged to ask for a further post- 
ponement. am not quite up to writing yet, but 
shall make an effort as soon as I see any hope of success. 
You ought to be thankful that (like most other broken- 
down authors) I do not pester you with decrepit pages, 
and insist upon your accepting them as Mi of the old 
spirit and vigour. That trouble perhaps still awaits 
you, after I shall have reached a further stage of decay* 
Seriously, my mind has, for the time, lost its temper 
and its fine edge, and I have an instinct that I had 
better keep quiet. Perhaps I shall have a new spirit of 
vigour if I wait quietly for it; perhaps not.’’' The 
%vint0r passed away, but the new spirit of vigour 
remained absent, and at the end of February he wrote 
to Mr. Fields that his novel had simply broken down, 
and that he should never finish it. '‘I hardly know 
what to say to the public about this abortive romance, 
though I know pretty well what the case will be. I 
shall never finish it. Yet it is not quite pleasant for 
an author to announce himself, or to be announced, as 

finally broken down as to his literary faculty 

I cannot finish it unless a great change comes over me ; 
and if I make too great an effort to do so, it will be my 
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tieatli ; not tliat .1 Bbonld care mncii for tiiat^ if I eouM 
figlit- the battle tbrongh and win it, thus ending a life 
of imacb smoulder and a scanty fire, in a blaze of glory. 
Blit I should smother myself in mud of my own making. 
.... I am not low-spirited, nor fanciful,- nor freaklsli, 
but look what seem to me realities in the face, and am 
ready to take whatever may come. If I could but go to 
England now, I think that the sea-voyage and the ^ old 
Home ’ might set me all right.*’ 


But lie was not to go to England ; he started three 


months later upon a briefer journey, from which he 
never returned. His health was seriously disordered, 
and in April, according to a letter from Mrs. Haw- 
thorne, printed by Mr, Fields, he had been miserably 
ill” His feebleness was complete; he appears to havo 
had no definite malady, but he was, according to the 
common phrase, failing. General Pierce proposed to 
him that they should make a little tour together among 
the mountains of Hew Hampshire, and Hawthorne con- 
sented, in the hope of getting some profit from the 
change of air. The northern Hew England spring is 
not the most genial season in the world, and this was 
an indifferent substitute for the resource for which his 
wife had, on Ms behalf, expressed a wish~a visit to 
some island in the Gulf Stream.’* He was not to go 
far ; he only reached a little place called Plymouth, one 
of the stations of approach to the beautiful mountain 
scenery of Hew Hampshire, when, on the 18th of May, 
1864, death overtook him. His companion, (Mneral 
Pierce, going into his room in the early morning, found 
that he had breathed his last during the night— had 
passed away, tranquilly, comfortably, without a sign or 
a sound, in Ms sleep. This happened at the hotel of 
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Salem, 5, 11, 12—16, 29, 
38—39, 44—46, 49, 52, 105, 

106- 107, 108 

Salem, Hawthorne’s life at, 
38—39, 44—46 

Scarlet LeUer, the, 7, 9 — 10, 
13—14, 34, 35, 105, 106, 

107 — 122; circumstances in 
which produced, 107 — 109 ; 
the gloomiest of first-rate 
novels, 109 ; simple and 
complete, 110; the leading 
interest, 112—113; faults of 


Oliver, B. L„ 18 
Out Old Home, 51 ; a triumph 
of the piwdncial point of 
view, 148 ; not well received 
in England, 150 — 152; the 
work of an outsider, 152; 
reasons for Hawthorne’s 
wnt of sympathy, 154 ; 

Lichfield and Uttoxeter,” 
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the unreal exaggerated, 
169 j narx’atiTO cleleotivej 170 
Ttvice-foid Tahsj 82, 88, 84, 
89, 52, 54, 05, 59, 170 


Vnictrml Ilutonj, ihCf 86, 87 


Tan Burcn, Mr. 71 
Vernier, Uncle, 48 


Wa/r/eu (Thoreau\s), 96—97 
Warwick, 155 
IV'ayside, the, 138 
West Newton, 182, 147 
West Roxhiuy, 87, 132 
Whittier, 175 
Winthrop, John, G 
Wonder Booki 130 — 131 


Young Goodman Brown, 50, 


Zenobia, 78, $0, 134—186 


the book, 114; compared 
with Lockhart’s Adam 
Bktir, 114— 117 ; passionless 
quality, 115 ; excessive sym- 
bolism, 117 — 120; excel- 

lences, 120—122 
Scvfhnins Felton, 139~14i), 
178—179 

Ht n n Tnh^ ofni ?/ Nafke La nd, 
32, 33 

Hert.n, Vagd)Oiids, the, 56 
Sidf^r Yean'i, the, 16 
^Slavery question, the, 

142-143 

Sleepy Hollow, 79 
Snow Image, the, 20, 33, 56, 
64 

Spenser, 17, 63 


T' ■ ■ ■ 

Tmghioood Tales, 130 
Thackeray, 100 
Tliorcaii, Henry, oi), 82, 96— 97, 
104 

Threefold Besting, the, 56 
Transeenclentalists, The, 75, 
77, 81, 82—83, 135 
Transformation; 42, 160, 

X 64^-170 ; the most popular 
of the novels, 1 65 ; more 
actual than any of them, 166 ; 
characters, 167 — 169 ; sym- 
bolism, 169 ; the element of 
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